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PROLOGUE. 

(Written  by  the  Honourable  FRANCIS  NORTH.) 


A  Long-eftablifh'd  Chapman  in  the  trade, 

Fairly  avows  he  feels  himfelf  afraid ; 

Yet,  why  lhou!d  terror  in  his  breaft  prevail  ? 

He  brings  the  felf-fame  merchandife  to  fale. 

Will  his  kind  Cuftomers  their  bounty  drop,, 

To  the  fame  trader,  in  a  larger  (hop  ? 

Treat  him  bat  as  you  treated  him  before;— 

Ah  !  give  no  lefs  — he  cannot  <wijb  for  more. 

Thus  far  the  Author  has  his  fuit  preferr'd ; 

Now,  let  the  wretched  Prologue  fpeak  one  word. 

Unhappy  verfe  !  that's  calmly  doom'd  to  glide* 

In  mournful  filence,  down  Oblivion's  tide; 

It  fwings  before  the  door,  an  empty  fign  ; 

The  Play's  the  treat,  the  Epilogue's  the  wine : 

While  the  poor  Prologue's  dull,  and  formal  face, 

Pafles  as  much  unheeded  as  the  gr act. 

Our  Bard  (the  hoft)  prepares,  for  every  gueft, 

A  di(h  of  fentiment,  he  trufts,  well  drefs'd. 

You  chufe  the  lighter  entremets  of  wit.  (To  the  Boxes.) 

Sirloins  of  fclid  fenfe  bed  pleafe  the  Pit. 

You,  ye  great  Gods  of  this,  our  little  earth, 

Love  true  good  humour,  feafon'd  high  with  mirth. 

Tho'  hard  the  taflc,  he  boldly  ftrives,  to-night, 

To  fatisfy  each  various  appetite  ; 

Sure  to  fucceed,  ifjou  approve  his  plan ; 

But  mould  ye  frown, alas,  Poor  Gentleman/ 
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SCENE—  Ktat. 


THE 

£OOR  GENTLEMAN. 


ACT.    I. 

SCENE  I.— AFarm-Houfc  Kitchen. 
t)ame  HARROWBY  and  MARY  difcove^J. 

Dame. 

SURE,  my  meafter  won't  be  worfe  nor  his 
word,  and  fail  to  come  back,  from  Lunnun, 
to-day  ? 

Mary.  That's  what  he  won't,  mother — Feyther 
be  as  true  as  the  clock  j  which,  for  certain,  do  go 
but  indifferent,  now,  feeing  it  do  ftand  ftill. 

Farmer  HARROWBY  (without).  Woho  !  gently 
Wi'cm  !  So,  there  ! 

Dame.  His  voice,  Mary  !  warn't  it  ? 

Mary.  I  do  think  fo^  fegs ! — Stay  !  (hvks  out  of 
tie  window)  Dear !  here  be  a  new  drove  of  rare 
horned  cattle  coming  into  the  yard. 

Dame.  Nay,  then,  I'll  warrant  my  old  man  be 
among  'em. 

Mary.  Yes ;  there  be  feyther,  as  fure  as  two- 
pence. 

Dame.  Run,  Mary  !  'tis  my  meafter !  run  1 

[MARY  goes  cuf. 

If  I  ben't  all  of  a  twitter  to  fee  nay  old  John 
Harrowby  again  ! 

Farmer,  (without.)  Gently  wi'em — So,  boys, 
fo  ! — Sec  'em  well  into  the  yard.  Will;  and  I'll  be 
wi'  you,  and  the  reft  of  the  beads  an*  bye. — 

A  3  Enter 
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Enter  Farmer  HARROWBY,  MARY  following. 

Farmer.  Well,  miftrefs  !•— How  am  you  ?  Bufs  I 
(kijfes  her.)  So — Well,  and  how  am  you  ? 

Dame.  Purely,  John,  I  thank  ye !  Well,  and 
how  ? 

Farmer.  Wjiy,  I  be  come  from  Lunnun,  you 
fee — I  warrant,  I  fmell  of  fmoke  like  the  Nag's- 
head  chimney,  in  the  Borough. 

Dame.  And  what  be  the  frefheft  news  flirring  up 
at  Lunnun,  John  ? 

Farmer.  Frefheft  news  ?  Why,  hops  have  a 
heavy  fale ;  wheat  and  making  famples  command 
a  brifk  market  j  new  tick  beans  am  rifen  two  {hil- 
lings per  quarter;  and  white  and  grey  peas  keep  up 
to  their  prices. 

Mary.  Dear  !  how  pleafant  'tis  to  get  the  news 
frelh  from  Lunnun  !  La  !  feyther,  if  you  would 
but  one  of  thole  days,  now,  juft  carry  1  up  to  Lun- 
nun, to  learn  the  genteel  fafliionsat  Smithfreld,  and 
the  Borough,  and  fee  the  modifh  ladies  there  a  bit  I 

Farmer.  No,  no,  Mary — bide  at  farm,  and 
know  when  you  am  well.  But,  miftrefs,  let's  hear 
a  little  all  how  and  about  it,  at  home. 

Dame.  Why,  firft  and  foremoft,  John,  our 
lodgers  be  come. 

Farmer.  No  ?  you  don't  fay  fo  ? 

Mary.  An  hour  arter  you  left  us,  feyther. 

Dame.  The  old  gentleman,  Lieutenant  Worth- 


ington— 


Mary.  And  his  daughter,  Mifs  Emily; 

Dame.  And  his  fifter-in-law,  Madame  Lucretia 
Mac  Tab ; 

Mary.  And  his  old  foldiering  fervant,  Corporal 
Fofs. 

Farmer.  Whew  !  fair  and  foftly  1  One  at  a  time ! 
one  at  a  time  ! 

Dame.  The  Lieutenant  be  a  ftaid-looking  gentle- 
man i  and  Madam  Lucretia- 

Mary.    She  be  an  old  maid,  feyther  j   and  as 
frumpifh  a  toad,  as  ever— - 

Fanner. 
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Farmer.  Why,  your  old  maids,  for  the  mod 
part,  am  buc  a  crofs-grain'd  kind  of  a  cattle— 
howfomdever,  difappointment  fours  the  bed  of 
folks. 

Dame.  But  Mifs  be  the  prettied  little  crea- 
ture  ! 

Mary.    And  as  fweet-temper'd,  feyther  ! 

Farmer.  Be  (he  though  ? 

Mary.  No  more  pride  nor  our  Curate.  She  will 
fetch  a  walk  with  I,  in  the  field,  as  I  go  a  milking ; 
and  fpeak  fo  kind  and  fo  foft !  and  carry  my  pail, 
if  I  would  let  her;  and  all  with  as  much  dcfcenfion, 
and  fallibility  ! 

Farmer.  Blefs  her  heart ! 

Stephen.  (fingingy  without.)  "  There  was  a  regi- 
ment of  Irilh  dragoons," — — 

Farmer.  What  a  dickens !  be  that  fon  Stephen 
keeping  fuch  a  clatter  ? 

Dame.  Ah  !  the  boy  be  crazed,  I  do  think,  about 
foldiering,  ever  fmce  the  Lieutenant's  fervant,  Cor- 
poral Fofs,  have  difcourfcd  to  him,  about  cham- 
paigning. 

Farmer.  Soldiering  !  I'll  foldier  the  dog,  an'  he 
doesn't  dick  to  plough,  wi'  a  devil  to  'un  ! 

Enter  STEPHEN — bis  hair  drefs'd  like  a  Joldiers  j 
a  black  flock,  Jhort  frock,  military  Jpatterdajbes ; 
And  a  carter's  whip  in  bis  hand. 

Stephen.  Feyther,  you  am  welcome  back  to 
country  quarters.  Charming  weather  for  the 
young  wheat,  feyther. 

Farmer.  Why,  you  booby,  who  ha'  made  thee 
fuch  a  baboon  ? 

Stephen.  A  baboon  !  he  !  he  !  This  be  milen- 
tary,  feyther.  "  Why  Soldiers,  why,  ftiould  we 
be  melancholy,  boys  !" —  (Jinging.) 

Dame.  The  lad's  head  be  crack'd,  for  certain. 

Stephen.  "  Why,  Soldiers,  why." (filing.) 

Farmer.  Crack'd !  dang  me,  but  it  fhall  be 
crack'd  an'  he  don't  keep  to  his  bufinefs. — 

Stephen,  (fmging)  — "  Whofe  bufinefs 'tis  todie." 
A  4  Farmer. 
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Farmer.  Anfwer  me,  you  whelp,  you !  Who  havtf 
foap'd  up  and  flower'd  your  numfkull  after  fuch 
a  fafhion  ? 

Stephen.  Lord,  feyther,  don't  be  fo  vicious. 
Corporal  Fois  have  put  I  a  little  upon  drill,  that 
be  all. 

partner.  Upon  drill !  and  leave  the  farm  to  go  to 
rack  and  manger  ? 

Stephen.  No,  feyther,  no.  I  minds  my  work, 
and  learns  my  exercife,  all  under  one.  I  prad^/5? 
«'  make  ready,  and  prefent,"  in  our  bears- field;  and 
when  the  Corporal  cries  "  Fire,"  I  (hoots  the  ca- 
rion  crows,  as  dothemifchief. — See,  feyther,  Cor- 
poral Fofs  have  given  I  this  pair  of  fplatterdafhes. 
He  wore  'em  when  he  went  to  beat  the  Spaniels,  at 
Giberaltar. 

Farmer.  1*11  tell  thee  what,  Stephen— 1  have  3 
great  mind  to  beat  thee  worfe  nor  e'er  a  Spaniel 
was  beat  i'  the  world.  I'll  tire  thee  of  foldiering, 
I  warrant  thee. 

Stephen,  (fining.)  "  The  foldier  tired" 

Mary.  Hufli,  brother  !  you'll  icare  the  whole 
village, 

Stephen,  (faging.)  "  With  war's  alarms." 

Farmer.  Wauns  !  let  me  come  at  him. 

Dame.     C  No,   John  ! 

Mary.    1  Hold,  fey thtr,  hold !  (both  interfering}. 

Stephen.  Don't  be  fo  hafty,  feyther.  I  minds  my 
bufmefs,  I  tell'ee.  I  ha'  ibw'd  three  acres  of  bar- 
ley before  breakfaft,  already. 

Farmer.  Well,  come ;  there  may  be  fome  hope, 
then,  yet.  And  how  did'ft  fow  it,  Seephen  ? 

Stephen.  I  fow'd  it  to  the  tune  of  the  Belleifle 
march.  Tol  diddle  de  doll,  &c. 

Farmer.  A  Plough-boy,  wi'  his  hair  drefs'd, 
fowing  barley  to  the  tune  of  the  Belleifle  march  ! 

Stephen.  Well,  I  ha'  got  the  team  at  door,  wi* 
a  load  of  ftraw,  for  Squire  Tallyho — Wohol  my 
hearties  !  I  be  a  coming  to  you.  Feyther,  Corpo- 
ral fays,  that  our  foremoft  horfe,  Argus,  iPhe 
'  blind,  would  make  a  genteel  Charger. 

Fdrmtr* 
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Farmer.  O,  plague  o'  the  Corporal ! 
Stephen.  'Twould  do  your  heart  good  to  heap 
him  talk,  in  our  chimney  corner,  about  mowing 
down  men,  in  the  field  of  (laughter.  Well,  well, 
I  be  a  going,  feyther.— Woho  !  old  Argus  and 
Jolly  there !  The  Corporal  was  wounded,  feyther, 

in  the  left  knee,  wif  a  hand  grenadiero 

Farmer.  Wauns!  an'  you  don't  go,  I'll 
Stephen.  Well,  well,  I  be  going.     (Shoulders  his 
whip.)  To  the  right  about,    feace!  (Faces  about.) 
*•  God  fave  great  George  our  King  !" 

[Exit,  marching  andjinging. 
Farmer.  He  (ha'n't  bide  on  the  farm.     I'll  turn 

him  adrift.     I'll 

Mary,  (crying.)  Don't  ye,  feyther  \  don'cyebe 
fo  bent  againft  poor  Stephen. 

Farmer.  Hoity  toity  !  and  you,  too  !  Why,  the 
whole  houfe  will  be  turn'd  topfy-turvy. 

Mary.  No,  indeed,  feyther.  Tho'  Stephen  be 
a  little  upfet  with  the  Corporal,  nobody  fliall  turn  I 
topfy-turvy,  I  do  afiure  you,  feyther. 

•     [A  voice  without  calls— MARY  1 
Mary.  There  !  if  that  ben't  Mils  Emily  calling— 
Now,  do,  feyther !  do   forgive  brother  Stephen  1 
Coming,  Mifs  !  Now  do  yc,  fey i her !  Coming! 

[Exit  MARY. 

Farmer.    Pretty  goings  on,  truly  !  Dang  it,  I 
wifh,  fomehow,  we  had'nt  let  thefe  Jo-lgers  into  the 
houfc  j — but  'twill  help  us  out  with  our  rent,  and  — 
Dame.  Ah,  John  Harrowby!  (/baking  her  head.) 
Farmer.  Why,  what  now,  Deame  ? 
Dame.  By  all  I  can  pick  out  from  the  Corporal, 
who  do  love  to  goflip  over  his  beer,  our,moacy  b< 
but  in  a  ticklifti  way. 

Farmer.  Eh  !  why,   how  fo  ? 
Dame.  A  dcfperate  poor  family,  I  fancy. 
Farmer.  What,  then,  the  Lieutenant  — — — 
Dame.    Have  been   in    the   loldicring  lme>   for 
thirty  long  years;  but  an  ugly  wound  in  the  arm, 
which  he  got  in  the  wars,  beyond  fca,  have  maJc 
him  unfit  tor  his  work  any  moiv,  it  do  feem. 

Farmer. 
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Farmer.  Poor  foul ! 

Dame.  He  be  now  upon  half- pay ;  whieh  be  little 
enow,  for  fo  many  mouths,  in  one  family. 

Farmer.  Poor  foul  !  his  landlord,  in  Lunnun, 
wrote  uncommon  well,  fure,  about  his  character, 
and  honefty,  and  fo  forth. 

Dame.  True,  John ;  but  he  could  ftand  it,  in 
Lunnun,  no  longer,  you  do  fee. 

Farmer.  Why,  look  ye,  Deame- — I  didn't,  of  a 
.certainty,  intend  to  let  our  beft  parlours  for  no* 
thing :  but  I  wifh  I  may  be  (hot  if  1  can  give  harfh 
treatment  to  an  honeft  man,  in  misfortune,  under 
my  thatch  j  who  have  wafted  his  ftre;ngth,  and  his 
youth,  in  guarding  the  land  which  do  give  us 
•Englifh  farmers  a  livelihood. 

Dame.  Ah,  John  !  you  am  at  your  old  kind  ways, 
now ! 

Farmer.  Hark  !  he  be  opening  the  parlour  door 
—Leave  us  together  a  bit,  mittrefs :  I'll  fpeak  to 
'un,  and  — 

Dame.  Well,  I'll  go,  John  —Ah  !  blefs  thy  good 
old  heart !  I  do  like  to  do  a  good  turn  myfelf  j  but, 
fomehow,  my  old  man  do  always  get  the  ftart  o' 
me.  [Exit. 

Enter  WORTHINGTON. 

Farmer.  A  good  day  to  you,  Sir !  (bowing) 
You  am  welcome  into  Kent,  Sir, — to  my  humble 
cottage,  here. 

Wortb.  Oh,  my  landlord,  I  fuppofe — Farmer 
Harrowby  ? 

Farmer.  Yes,  Sir,  I  be  Farmer  Harrowby.  I 
hope  all  things  am  to  your  liking,  at  Stocks' Green, 
Sir — I  hope  the  loggings,  Sir,  and  my  wife,  have 
b^en  agreeable  to  you,  Sir,  and  fo  forth. 

Worth.  Nothing  can  be  better.  You  "are  well 
fitoated  here,  Mr.  Harrowby. 

Farmer.  We  am  all  in  the  rough,  Sir ;  farmer- 
like — but  the  place  be  well  enow  for  poor  folk,  Sir. 

Wortb.  Wnat  does  he  mean  by  that  ?   {dfide>) 

Farmer. 
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Farmer.  \  be  content  in  my  ftation.  There  be 
no  rcilbn  why  a  poor  man  fhould  not  be  happy. 

Worth.  A  million!  (Half  aftde.) 

Farmer  Am  there  ?  Well,  now,  I  can't  fee  that : 
for,  putting  the  cafe,  now,  Sir,  that  you  was  poor, 
like  I 

Worth,  (slngrily.)  I  will  not  fuffer  you,  Sir,  to 
put  a  cafr  io  familiarly  curious. 

Farmer.  Nay,  I  meant  no  offence,  I'll  be  fworn, 
Sir. 

Worth.  But,  if  you  wifh  to  know  my  fentiments, 
as  far  as  it  may  concern  yourfelf,  in  any  money 
tranfadions  between  us,  be  allured  of  this  : — I  have 
too  nice  a  fenfe  of  a  gentleman's  dignity,  and  too 
ftrong  a  feeling  for  a  poor  man's  neceffity,  to  per- 
mit him  to  wait  a  day  for  a  (ingle  (hilling,  which  I 
am  indebted  to  him. 

Farmer.  Dang  it !  he  muft  be  poor ;  for  your 
great  gentry,  now-a-days,  do  pay  in  a  clean  contrary 
fafliion.  (d/ide.) 

Worth.  I-fhall  fettle  with  you,  for  the  lodgings, 
Mr.  Harrowby,  weekly — One  week  is  due  to-day, 
and (pulling  out  a  purfe) 

Farmer.  No,  Sir,  no — under  favour,  I  would  Hke 
it  beft  quarterly — or  half- yearly— or  at  any  long 

time  may  fuit  your  conveni 1  mean,  may  fuic 

your  pleafure,  Sir. 
';•//>.    Why  fo? 

Farmer.  Becaufe — humph — bccaufe,  Sir — pray, 
if  I  may  make  lo  bold,  Sir,  how  often  may  the 
pay-days  come  round,  with  the  army-gentlemen, 
and  luch  like  ? 

ITorth.  Infolent!  receive  your  money,  Sir, 
and  let  me  pafs  from  your  apartment  (Offering  it). 

Farmer.  Then  1  wifh  I  may  be  burnt  if  I  take 
it  now,  and  that  be  flat,  Sir.  (rrj;Slir.£  it.)  You 
am  a  brave,  good  gentleman,  1  be  told,  vi  a 

family ,  and — and — and — in  fhorc,  there  am  fome 
little  fhopmen,  of  our  village,  who  may  prefs  you 
hard,  to  fettle  by  the  wceki  pay  them  g-eedy  onrs 

fir  ft, 
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firft,  Sir  j  and  if  there  be  enow,  at  laft,  left  for  Ij 
well  and  good;  and  if  you  am  inclined  for  riding* 
Sir,  there  be  always  a  gelding  at  your  fervicr ,  with^- 
out  charge.  I  be  a  plain  man,  Sir  ?  but  I  do  mean 
nothing  but  refpeft ;  and,  fo,  I  humbly  wifh  you  a 
good  day,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Worth.  How  am  I  mortified !  What  has  this 
man  heard  ?  Yet,  this  little  fimple  movement  of 
ruftick  humanity  towards  me  has — P!haw!  where  is 
my  fortitude  !  Inured  to  the  frowns  of  the  world, 
one  kindly  fmile  of  companion  fubdues  me.  Is 
there  a  date  more  galling  than  to  need  the  decent 
means  of  maintaining  the  appearance  which  liberal 
birth,  education,  and  profeffion  demand  ?  Yes,— 
yes,  there  is  an  aggravation ! — 'Tis  to  have  a  daugh- 
ter nurfsd  in  her  father's  afflictions,  with  little 
more  to  (hare  with  her  than  the  bread  of  his  an- 
guifh,  the  bitter  cup  of  his  forrows.  To  fee,  while 
I  am  finking  to  my  grave,  my  friendlefs,  mother- 
lefs  child. Let  me  draw  a  veil  over  this  pic- 
ture— 'T were  not  philofophy,  but  brutality,  to  look 
upon  it  unmoved.  I  can  not  1  \_Exit* 

SCENE  II.--— An  apartment  in  Sir  CHARLES 
CROPLAND'S  boufe ;  Sir  CHARLES  CROPLAND 
at  break/aft  -3  his  Valet  de  chambre  adjufting  bis 
hair. 

Sir  Cha.  Has  old  Warner,  the  fteward,  been 
told  that  I  arrived  laft  night  ? 

Valet.  Yes,  Sir  Charles  j  with  orders  to  attend 
you  this  morning. 

Sir  Cha.  (Yawning  and  ftr etching)  What  can  a 
man  of  fafhion  do  with  himfeif  in  the  country,  at 
this  damn'd  dull  time  of  the  year  ! 

Valet.  It  is  very  pleafant,  to-day,  out  in  the 
park,  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Cha.  Pleafant,  you  booby !  How  can  the 
country  be  pleafant  in  the  middle  of  Spring  ?  All 
the  world's  in  London. 

Valet. 
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Valet.  I  think,  fomehow,  it  looks  fo  lively,  Sir 
Charles,  when  the  corn  is  coming  up. 

Sir  Cha.  Blockhead !  Vegetation  makes  the 
face  of  a  country  look  frightful.  It  fpoils  hunt- 
ing. Yet,  as  my  bufmefs  on  mv  eftate,  here,  is  to 
raifc  fupplies  for  my  pleafures  elfewhere,  my  jour- 
ney is  a  wile  one.  What  day  of  the  month  was  iC 
yefterday,  when  I  left  town,  on  this  wife  expe- 
dition ? 

Valet.  The  firft  of  April,  Sir  Charles. 
Sir.  Cba.  Umph! — When  Mr,  Warner  comes, 
fhew  him  in. 

Valet.   I  (hall,  Sir  Charles.  [Exit. 

Sir  Cta.  This  fame  lumbering  timber  upon  my 
ground  has  its  merits.  Trees  are  notes,  ifiued 
from  the  bank  of  Nature,  and  as  cur  -it  as  thofe 
payable  to  Abraham  Ntwland.  I  muft  ger  change 
for  a  few  oaks,  for  I  want  cafh  conlumedly.  So, 
Mr.  Warner ! 

"Enter  WARNER. 

Warner.  Your  honour  isn^h;  welcome  into  Kent. 
I  am  proud  to  lee  Sir  Charl-.s  Cropland  on  his 
eftate  again.  I  hope  you  mean  to  (lay  on  the  fpot 
for  fome  time,  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Cba.  A  very  tedious  time.  Three  days, 
Mr.  Warner, 

Warner.  Ah,  good  Sir'  things  wou'd  profper 
better  it  you  honour'd  us  with  your  prefence  a  little 
more.  I  wifh  you  lived  entirely  upon  the  eftate, 
Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Lba.  Thank  you,  Warner; — but  modern 
men  of  fafhion  find  it  devilifh  difficult  to  live  upon 
their  eftates. 

Warner.  The  country  about  you  fo  charming! 
Sir  Cba.    Look   ye,   Wamer — I    mult   hunt   in 
Leicerttrfliire — for  that's  rhr  thing.     In  the  frofts, 
and  the  fpnng  months,   1  mull  be  in  town,  ac  the 
Clubs — for  that's  the  thing. — In  fummer,   1   mud 
be  at  the   watering  places— .for  that's   the  th 
Now,  Warner,  under  thole  circumftances,  how  i/ic 
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pofllble  for  me  to  refide  upon  my  eftate  ?  For  my 
eftate  being  in  Kent 

Warner.  The  mofl  beautiful  part  of  the  County. 

Sir  Cba.  Curfe  beauty  !  we  don't  mind  that  in 
Leicefterihire.  My  eftate,  1  fay,  being  in  Kent — 

Warner.  A  land  of  milk  and  honey  !— - 

Sir  Cba.    I  hate  milk  and  honey. 

Warner*   A  land  of  fat  ! — 

Sir  Cba.  £)arnn  your  fat ! — liftcn  to  me — my 
eftate  being  in  Kent— 

Warner.  So  woody! 

Sir  Cba.  Curfe  the  wood  !  No — that's  wrong— •* 
for  it's  convenient.  I  am  come  on  purpofe  to  cut  it. 

Warner.  Ah !  I  was  afraid  fo !  Dice  on  the 
table,  and,  then,  the  axe  to  the  root !  Money  loft 
at  play,  and  then,  good  lack  !  the  foreft  groans 
for  it. 

Sir  Cba.  But  you  are  not  the  foreft,  and  why 
the  devil  do  you  groan  for  it  ? 

Warner.  I  heartily  wifti,  Sir  Charles,  you  may 
not  encumber  the  goodly  eftate.  Your  worthy 
anceftors  had  views  tor  their  pofterity. 

Sir  Cba.  And  I  fhall  have  views  for  my  pofteri- 
ty— I  (hall  take  fpecial  care  the  trees  (ha'n't  inter- 
cept their  profpeft. 

Enter  SERVANT. 

Serv.  Mr.  Ollapod,  the  apothecary,  is  in  the 
hall,  Sir  Charles,  to  inquire  after  your  health. 

Sir  Cba.  Shew  him  in.  [Exit  SERVANT. 

The  fellow's  a  character,  and  treats  time  as  he 
does  his  patients.  lie  (hall  kill  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  for  me,  this  morning.  In  fhort,  Mr.  Warner, 
J^muft  have  three  thoufand  pounds  in  three  days. 
Fell  timber  to  that  amount,  immediately.  'Tis  my 
peremptory  order,  Sir. 

Warner.  I  (hall  obey  you,  Sir  Charles ;  but  'tis 
with  a  heavy  heart !  Forgive  an  old  fervant  of  the 
family,  if  he  grieves  to  fee  you  forget  fome  of  the 
duties  for  which  fociety  has  a  claim  upon  you. 

Sir  Cba. 
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Sir  Cba.  What  do  you  mean  by  duties  ? 
Warner.  Duties,  Sir  Charles,  which  the  extrava- 
gant man  of  property  can  never  fulfil — Such  as  to 
fupport  the  dignity  of  an  Englifh  landholder,  for 
the  honour  of  old  England  ;  to  promote  the  welfare 
qf  his  honeft  tenants;  and  to  fuccour  the  induftri- 
ous  poor,  who  naturally  look  up  to  him  for  afTift- 
ance.  But  1  (hall  obey  you,  Sir  Charles.  [Exit. 
Sir  Cba.  A  tirefome  old  blockhead  !  But  where 
is  this  Ollapod  ?  His  jumble  of  phyfick  and  (hoot- 
ing may  enliven  me*— And,  to  a  man  of  gallancry, 
in  the  country,  his  intelligence  is,  by  no  means,  un- 
intcrefting,  nor  his  fervices  inconvenient.  Ha! 
Ollapod ! 

Enter  OLLAPOD. 

Olla.  Sir  Charles,  I  have  the  honour  to  be  your 
flave.  Hope  our  health  is  good.  Been  a  hard 
winter  here — Sore  throats  were  plenty  j  fo  were 
woodcocks.  Flufh'd  four  couple,  one  morning,  in 
a  half-mile  walk,  from  our  town,  to  cure  Mrs. 
Quarles  of  a  quinfey.  May  coming  on  foon,  Sir 
Charles — fealon  of  delight,  love,  and  campaigning! 
Hope  you  come  to  fojourn,  Sir  Charles.  Shouldn't 
be  always  on  the  wing — that's  being  too  flighty. 
He,  he,  he  !  Do  you  take,  good  Sir,  do  you  take  ? 
Sir  Cba.  Oh,  yes,  I  take.  But,  by  the  cockade 
in  your  hat,  OJlapod,  you  have  added  lately,  it 
feems,  to  your  avocations. 

Olla.  He!  he  !  yes,  Sir  Charles.  I  have,  now, 
the  honour  to  be  Cornet  in  the  Volunteer  Afibciation 
Corps,  of  our  town.  It  fell  out  unexpected — pop, 
on  a  fuddcn ;  like  the  going  off  of  a  field-piece,  or 
an  alderman  in  an  apoplexy. 
Sir  Cba.  Explain. 

Olla.  Happening  to  be  at  home— rainy  day- 
no  going  out  to  fport,  blifter,  (hoot,  nor  bleed — 
was  bufy  behind  the  counter — You  know  my  (hop, 
Sir  Charles — Galen's  head  over  the  door — new- 
gilt  him  laft  week,  by  the  bye— looks  as  frefli 
as  a  pill. 

Sir  Cba. 
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Sir  Cba.  Well,  no  more  on  that  head  now— • 
Proceed. 

Olla.  On  that  Head  !  he  !  he  !  he  !  That's  very 
well ;  very  well,  indeed  !  Thank  you,  good  Sir, 
I  owe  you  one. — Churchwarden  Poih,  of  our  town, 
being  ill  of  an  indigeftion,  from  eating  three  pounds 
of  meafly  pork,  at  a  Veftry  dinner,  I  was  making 
up  a  cathartick  for  the  patient  -t  when,  who  fhould 
itrut  into  the  fhop,  but  Lieutenant  Grains,  the  Brew- 
er—  0eek  as  a  dray-horfe—~in  a  fmart  fcarlet  jacket, 
taftily  turn'd  up  with  a  rhubarb-colour'd  lapelle.  I 
confefs  his  figure  (Iruck  me.  I  look'd  at  him,  as  I 
was  thumping  the  mortar,  and  felt  inftantly  ino- 
culated with  a  military  ardour. 

Sir  Cha.  Inoculated !  I  hope  your  ardour  was 
of  a  favourable  fort. 

Olla.  Ha !  ha !  That's  very  well — very  well, 
indeed  ! — Thank  you,  good  Sir,  I  owe  you  one. 
\Ve  firft  talk'd  of  (hooting — He  knew  my  cele- 
brity that  way,  Sir  Charles.  I  told  him,  the  day 
before,  I  had  kill'd  fix  brace  of  birds — I  thumpt 
on  at  the  mortar— We  then  talk'd  of  phyfick — I 
told  him,  the  day  before,  I  had  kill'd — loft, 
1  mean, — fix  brace  of  patients — I  thumpt  on 
at  the  mortar — eyeing  him  all  the  while ;  for  he 
look'd  devilifh  flafhy,  to  be  fure ;  and  I  felt 
an  itching  to  belong  to  the  Corps.  The  medical, 
and  military,  both  deal  in  death,  you  know — fo, 
'twas  natural.  He  !  he ! — Do  you  take,  good  Sir? 
do  you  take  ? 

Sir  Cha.  Take  ?  Oh,  nobody  can  mifs. 

Olla.  He  then  talk'd  of  the  Corps  itielf:  faid  it 
was  fickly  ;  and  if  a  profefiional  perfon  would  ad- 
minifter  to  the  health  of  the  Afifociation— dofe  the 
men,  and  drench  the  horfe — he  could,  perhaps,  pro- 
cure him  a  Cornetcy. 

fir  Cba.  Well,  you  jump'd  at  the  offer  ? 

Olla.  Jump'd  !  I  jump'd  over  the  counter— 
kiek'd  down  Churchwarden  Pofh's  cathartick,  into 

the 
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the  pocket  of  Lieutenant  Grains's  frrrart  fcarlet 
jacket,  taftily  turn'd  up  with  a  rhubarb-colour'd 
lapelle;  embraced  him  and  his  offer;  apd  I  am  now 
Cornet  Ollapod,  apothecary,  at  the  Galen's- head, 
of  theAfibciation  Corps  of  Cavalry,  at  your  fervice. 
Sir  Cba.  I  wifh  you  joy  of  your  appointment. 
You  may  now  diftil  water  tor  the  (hop,  from  the  lau- 
rels you  gather  in  the  field. 

Olla.  Water  for — Oh  !  laurel  water — he  !  he  ! 
Come,  that's  very  well  — very  well  indeed  !  Thank 
you,  good  Sir,  I  owe  you  one.  Why,  I  fancy 
fame  will  follow,  v\hen  the  poifon  of  a  fmall  mif- 
take  I  made  has  ceafcd  to  operate. 

Sir  'Cba.  A  miftake  ? 

Olla.  Having  to  attend  Lady  Kitty  Carbuncle, 
on  a  grand  field-day,  1  clapt  a  pint  bottle  of  her 
JLadylhip's  diet-drink  into  one  of  my  holders  ;  in- 
tending to  proceed  to  the  patient,  afcer  the  exercife 
was  over — I  reach'd  the  martial  ground,  and  jal- 
lop'd — gallop'd,  I  mean — wheel'd,  and  flourifh'd, 
with  great  eclat ;  but  when  the  word  «'  Fire"  was 
given,  meaning  to  pull  out  my  pidol,  in  a  hell  of 
a  hurry,  I  presented,  neck  foremoft,  the  damn'd 
diet-drink  of  Lady  Kitty  Carbuncle  ;  -and  the  me- 
dicine being,  unfortunately,  fermented,  by  the  jolt- 
ing of  my  horfe,  it  forced  out  the  cork,  with  a  pro- 
digious pop,  full  in  the  face  of  my  gallant  COITV 
mander. 

Sir  Cba.  But,  in  the  mkl  ft  of  fo  many  perfuits, 
bow  proceeds  practice  among  the  ladies  ? 

Olla.  He  !  he  !  1  (hould  be  lorry  not  to  feel  the 
pulfeof  a  pretty  woman,  now  and  then,  Sir  Charles. 
Do  you  take,  good  Sir,  do  you  take  ? 

Sir  Cha.  Any  new  faces,  fince  I  left  the  country  ? 

Olla.  Nothing  worth  an  item — Nothing  new  ar^ 
rived  in  our  town.  In  the  village,  to  be  lure,  hard 
by,  a  mod  brilliant  beauty  has  lately  given  luftre  to 
the  lodgings  of  Farmer  Harrowby. 

Sir  Cba.  Indeed!  is  (he  come-at-able, Ollapod  ? 

Olla.  Oh  no  !  Full  of  honour  as  a  Corps  of  Ca. 
B  valry  5 
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valry;  tho',  plump  as  a  partridge,  and  mild  as 
emulfion.  Mifs  Emily  Worthington,  I  may  ven- 
ture to  fay  «— — — — — 

Sir  Cha.  Hey  ?  who  ?  Emily  Worthington  ! 

Olla.  With  her  father — 

Sir  Cba.  An  old  officer  in  the  army  ? 

Olla.  The  fame. 

Sir  Cha.  And  a  ftiff  maiden  aunt  ? 

Olla.  Stiff  as  a  ram-rod. 

Sir  Cba.  (fmging  and  dancing.)  Tol  de  rol  lol ! 

Olla.  Blefs  me  !  he  is  feized  with  St.  Vitus's 
dance. 

Sir  Cha.  'Tis  rtie,  by  Jupiter!  my  dear  Ollapod  ! 
•  (embracing  him). 

Olla.  Oh,  my  dear  Sir  Charles  !  (returning  the 
embrace}. 

Sir  Cha.  The  very  girl  who  has  juft  flipt  thro* 
my  fingers,  in  London. 

Olla.  Oho ! 

Sir  Cba.  You  can  ferve  me  materially,  Ollapod. 
I  know  your  good  nature,  in  a  cafe  like  this, 
and  — — — — 

Olla.  State  the  fymptoms  of  the  cafe,  Sir 
Charles. 

Sir  Cha.  Oh,  common  enough.  Saw  her  in 
London  by  accident :  wheedled  the  old  maiden 
aunt  j  kept  out  of  the  father's  way  ;  follow'd  Emily 
more  than  a  month,  without  fuccefs  j — and,  eight 
days  ago  (he  vanifhed — there's  the  outline. 

Olla.  I  fee  no  matrimonial  fymptoms  in  our 
Cafe,  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Cha.  'Sdeath  !  do  you  think  me  mad  ?  Bur, 
introduce  yourfclf  to  the  family,  and  pave  the  way 
for  me.  Come  !  mount  your  horfe — I'll  explain 
more,  as  you  go  to  the  (table  :— but  1  am  in  a  flame, 
in  a  fever,  till. I  hear  further. 

Olla.  In  a  fever !  I'll  fend  you  phyfick  enough  to 
fill  a  baggage-waggon. 

Sir  Cba.  (afide,}  So  !  a  long  bill  as  the  price  of 
his  politenefs ! 

Olla. 
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Olla.  You  need  not  bleed ;  buc  you  muft  have 
medicine. 

Sir  Cba.  If  I  muft  have  medicine,  Ollapod,  I 
fancy  I  (hall  bleed  pretty  freely. 

Olla.  He  !  he !  Come,  that's  very  well !  very 
well  indeed  !  Thank  you,  good  Sir,  I  owe  you  one. 
Before  dinner,  a  ftrong  dofe  of  coloquintida,  fenna, 
icammony,  and  gambouge  j — 

Sir  Cba.  Oh,  damn  fcammony  and  gambouge ! 

Olla.  At  night  a  narcotickj — next  day,  faline 
draughts,  camphorated  julep,  and 

Sir  Cba.  Zounds  I  only  go,  and  I'll  fwallow  your 
whole  (hop. 

Olla.  Galen  forbid !  'Tis  enough  to  kill  every 
cuftomer  I  have  in  the  parifli ! — Then  we'll  throw 
in  the  bark — by  the  bye,  talking  of  bark,  Sir 
Charles,  that  Juno  of  yours  is  the  prettied  pointer 
bitch 

Sir  Cba.  Well,  well,  fhe  is  yours. 

Olla.  My  dear  Sir  Charles!  fuch  fport,  next 
ihooting  feafoh  ! — If  I  had  but  a  double  barrell'd 
gun 

Sir  Cba.  Take  mine  that  hangs  in  the  hall. 

Olla.  My  dear  Sir  Charles  ! — Here's  a  morning's 
work  !  fenna  and  coloquintida — (afide.} 

Sir  Cba.  Well,  be  gone  then.   (Pu/hing  him.) 

Olla.  I'm  off —  !  Scammony  and  gambouge— 

Sir  Cba.  Nay,  fly,  man  ! 

Olla.     \  do,   Sir'  Charles— A  double  barrell'd 

gun — I  fly — the    bark I'm  going — Juno,  the 

bitch — a  narcotick 

Sir  Cba.  Oh,  the  devil !      (Pujhing  him  off.} 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT     II. 


SCENE  I.— The  Outfide  */ Farmer  HARROWBY'J 
Houfe. 

Farmer  HARROWBV,  and  Corporal  Foss. 

FARMER. 

WE  am  not  difcourfmg  about  your  matter's 
bravery,  nor  his  ablenefs,  Mr.  Corporal ;  it 
be  about  his  goodnefs,  and  that  like. 

Fofs.  A  good  officer,  do  you  fee,  can't  help  be- 
ing a  kind-hearted  man  ;  for  one  of  his  foremoft 
duties  tells  him  to  (ludy  the  comfort  of  the  poor 
people  below  him. 

farmer.  Dang  it,  that  be  the  duty  of  our  church* 
wardens  j  but  many  poor  people  do  complain 
of  'em. 

Fofs.  An  officer,  Mr.  Harrowby,  is  n't  a  bit  like 
a  churchwarden.  Ship  off  an  officer,  we'll  fay, 
with  his  company,  to  a  foreign  climate.  He  lands, 
and  endures  heat,  cold,  fatigue,  hunger,  thirft, 
ficknefs — Now  marching  over  the  burning  plain — 
now  up  to  his  knees  in  wet,  in  the  trench—Now — 
damn  it,  Farmer,  how  can  a  man  fuffer  fuch  hard- 
ihips,  with  a  parcel  of  honeft  fellows,  under  his 
command,  and  not  learn  to  feel  for  his  fellow- 
creatures  ? 

Farmer.  Well ;  and  that  be  true,  fure !  And 
have  your  matter,  Lieutenant  Worthington,  learnt 
this  ? 

Fofs.  His  honour  was  beloved  by  the  whole  regi- 
ment. When  his  wife  was  Ikot  in  his  arms,  as  fhe 
lay  in  his  tent — there  was  n't  a  dry  eye  in  our  corps. 

Farmer.  Shot  in  his  arms !  And,  was  fhe,  though? 

Fofs. 
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Fofs.  I  never  like  to  think  on't,  becaufe— 
Pfhaw !  (wipes  his  eyes')  I  hare  to  be  unfoldier- 
like — I  whimper'd  enough,  about  itjfeventeen  years 
ago. 

Farmer.  Nay,  take  no  fhame,  Mr.  Corporal, 
take  no  (name.  Honeft  cears,  upon  honeft  faces, 
am,  for  all  the  world,  like  growing  (bowers,  upon 
my  meadows — the  wet  do  raile  rheir  value. 

Fofs.  However,  he  had  fcmcthing  left  toconfole 
him,  after  her  death. 

Farmer.  And  what  ware  that? 

Fofs.  'Twas  his  child,  Mr.  Harrowby.  Our 
Mils  Emily  was  then  but  three  years  old.  I  have 
heard  his  honour  fay,  her  mother  had  fled  to  the 
abode  of  peace,  and  left  her  innocent  in  the  lap  of 
war. 

Farmer.  Pretty  foul !  Ihe  n,uft  have  been  quite 
feared  and  frightful. 

Fofs.  She  didn't  know  her  danger.  She  little 
thought,  then,  that  a  chance  bajl  might  take  her 
father  too — and  leave  her  a  hclplefs  orphan,  in  a 
ftrange  country. 

Farmer.  And,   if  it  had  fo  fell  out? 

Fofs.  Why,  then,  perhaps,  nothing  would  have 
been  left  her  but  a  poor  Corporal,  to  buckle  her  on 
his  knapfack :  but  I  would  have  ftruggled  hard 
with  fortune,  to  rake  up  a  little  pittance  for  the 
child  of  a  kind  mailer  j  whom  I  had  follow'd  thro' 
many  a  campaign,  and  leen  fight  his  firft  battle, 
and  his  laft. 

Farmer.  Do,  give  us  your  hand,  Mr.  Corporal. 
I'll  be  Ihot,  now,  if  I  could  fee  an  o,c!  foldier  tra- 
velling by,  wi'  his  knaplack,  loaded  in  that  manner, 
and  not  call  him  in,  to  cheer  the  poor  foul,  on  his 
journey. 

Fojs.  I  thank  you  very  kindly,  Mr.  Harrowby ; — 
but  Providence  crder'd  things  othrrwife:  for  on  the 
thirteenth  of  September,  in  theyear  eighty-two,a  few 
months  after  my  poor  miftreib's  death,  the  burftmg 
of  a  ihell,  in  the  garrifon,  crulh'd  his  honour's  arm 
B  3  almoft 
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almoft  to  fhivers;  and  I  got  wounded  on  the  cap  of 
my  knee  here.  It  difabled  us,  both,  from  ever  fery- 
ing  again. 

Farmer.  That  turn'd  out  but  a  baddifh  day's 
work,  Mr.  Corporal. 

Fofs.  It  turn'd  out  one  of  the  beft  day's  work,  for 
an  Englifhman,  that  ever  was  feen,  Mr.  Harrowby  $ 
for,  on  that  day,  our  brave  General  Elliot  gave  the 
Frenchmen,  and  Spaniards,  as  hearty  a  drubbing,  at 
Gibraltar,  as  ever  they  had  in  their  lives.  A  true 
foldier,  Mr.  Harrowby,  would  part  with  all  his 
limbs,  and  his  life  after  them,  rather  than  Old 
England  fhould  have  loft  the  glory  pf  that  day. 

Farmer.  And  how  long,  now,  might  you  lay  in 
your  wounds  and  torments,  Mr.  Corporal  ? 

Fofs.  'Twas  fome  time  before  either  of  us  could 
be  moved  :  and  when  we  could — being  unfit  for 
duty  any  longer — I  follow'd  his  honour,  with  little 
Mifs  Emily,  into  America,  where  the  war  was 
newly  finioYd  j  for  things  are  cheap  there,  Pylr. 
Harrowby,  and  that  beft  fuits  a  Lieutenant's 
pocket. 

Farmer.  I  do  fear  it  do  indeed,  Mr.  Corporal. 
Fofs.  But  we  had  a  pretty  cottage  in  Canada, 
on  the  banks  of  the  river  St,  Lawrence  j  fhut  ouc 
from  all  the  world,  as  I  may  fay, 

Farmer.  Defperate  lonefome  fure,  for  foldiers, 
who  am  ufed  to  be  in  a  buftle. 

Fofs.  Why,  we  foon  grew  ufed  to  it,  Mr.  Har- 
rowby ;  and  (hould  never  have  left  it,  perhaps,  if 
Something  hadn't  called  his  honour,  a  year  ago,  into 
England. 

Farmer.  Well,  I  muft  away  about  the  farm— - 
And,  do  tell  your  mafter,  Mr.  Corporal — tell  him 
gently  though,  for  he  be  a  little  touchy-like,  J  do 
lee — that  if  fo  be  things  am  cheap  in  America, 
they  mayn't  be  found  a  morfel  dearer  here,  when 
a  wounded  Engli(h  foldier  do  fie  at  the  door  of  an 
Englilh  farmer.  [Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  STEPHEN. 

Stephen,  (ftnging)  "  Dumbarton's  drums  beat 
bonny,  O!" — If  you  am  expofed  to  drill  I  a  bit. 
Corporal,  now  be  your  time. 

"  I'll  flay  no  more  at  home, 

But  I'll  follow  with  the  drum."       (Singing  ) 

Fofs.  You  are  back  early  to-day,  my  honeft  lad. 
Stephen.  Yes;  I  do  love  to  be  betimes  at  pa- 
rade.    You'll  never  find  I  laft  comer,  when  men 
am  to  be  muftarded  !  I  ha'  finifhed  my  day's  work, 
outright. 

Fofs.  You  have  loft  no  time,  then. 

Stephen.  No— I  haj  loft  a  cart  and  horfes. 

Fofs.  Loft  a  cart  and  horfes ! 

Stephen.  Aye,  as  good ; — for  as  I  ware  a  coming 
back,  empty-handed,  wi'  our  cart,  I  thought  I  might 
as  .well  przcti/t  a  little,  as  I  walk'd  by  the  fide  on't 
— fo  I  held  up  my  head — in  the  milentary  fafhion, 
youdoknow — and  began  a  marching  near  foot  fore- 
moft,  to  the  tune  of  the  Britifh  Grenadiers. 

Fofs.  Well? 

Stephen.  Dang  it !  while  I  ware  a  carrying  my 
head  up,  as  ftraight  as  a  hop- pole,  our  leading 
horfe,  blind  Argus,  drags  lean  Jolly,  wi'  the  cart 
at  his  tail,  into  a  flough. 

Fofs.  Zounds !  fa  you  plunged  the  baggage  into 
a  morafs  ? 

Stephen.  I  don't  know  what  you  do  call  a  mo- 
rafs j  but  they  am  ftickingup  to  their  necks,  in  the 
mud,  at  the  bottom  of  Waggon- lodge  field. 

Fofs.  O  fie !  you  fhould  have  look'd  to  them 
better. 

Stephen.  Look'd  to  'em  !  Why»  how  could  that 
poflible  be,  mun  ?  when  you  teach'd  1  to  hold  up 
iny  nofe  to  the  clouds,  like  a  pig  in  the  wind. 

Olla.  (without.)  Here, — Juno!  Juno!  Put 
my  pointer  inco  your  ftable,  my  la<j. —  1'h.mk  yc — 
if  ever  you're  ill,  I'll  phyfick  you  for  nothing. 

Stephen.  Oh,  that  be  Mr.  Oilagod,  the  potter- 
Carrier. 

9  4  Enter 
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Enter  OLLAPOD,  with  a  double-barrelVd  gun. 

Qlla.  Stephen,  how's  your  health  ?  Fine  weather 
for  the  farmers. — Corporal,  I've  heard  of  you  j — 
charming  Spring  for  campaigning  !  —  I  am  Cornet 
Ollapod,  of  the  Galen's- head  j  come  to  pay  my  re~ 
fpefts  to  your  family.  Stephen,  how's  your  father, 
and  his  hogs,  geefe,  daughter,  wife,  bullocks,  and 
fo  forth  ?  Are  the  partridges  beginning  to  lay  yet, 
Stephen  ? 

Stephen.  Am  you  come  to  fhoot  the  young  birds, 
before  they  am  hatch'd,  wi'  that  double- barreli'd 
gun,  Mr.  Ollapod  ? 

Olla.  Come,  that's  very  well !  very  well  indeed 
for  a  bumpkin  !  Thank  you,  good  Stephen,  I  owe 
you  half  a  one.  I  hope  your  mafter,  Lieutenant 
Worthingtou'o  well, — whole  acquaintance  I  covet. 
We  foldiers  mix  together  as  naturally  as  medicine 
in  a  mortar. 

Fofs.  Is  your  Honour  in  the  army  then  ? 

Stephen.  He  be  only  a  Coronet,  in  the  town 
corpfe. 

Olla.  I  wifti  that  lout  had  a  lock'djaw!  Our 
AfTociationis  as  fine,  and,  I  may  fay, without  vanity, 
will  be  as  healthy  a  Corps,  when  their  fpring  phyfick 
is  fininYd,  as  any  regular  regiment  in  England. 

Fofs.  Why,  your  honour,  I  have  feen  a  good 
deal  of  fervice  in  the  regular  way  ;  and  know  no- 
thing about  Afibciations  ;  but  I  think,  an'  pleafe 
your  honour,  if  men  take  up  arms  to  defend  their 
country,  they  defcrve  to  be  thank'd,  and  refpccted 
for  it,  and  it  dcesn't  fignify  a  brais  farthing  what 
they  are  called, 

Qlla.  Right — the  name's  nothing — merit's  all- 
Rhubarb's  rhubarb,  call  it  what  you  will. — Do  you 
take,  Corporal  ?  do  you  take  ? 

Fofs.  \  never  took  any  in  all  my  life,  an  pleafe 
your  Honour. 

Olla.  That's  very  well,  very  well  indeed  !  Thank 
you,  corporal-r-l  owe  you  one— Now,  introduce 
ipe  tQ  the  family, 
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Fofs.  I  can't  without  orders  ;  and  his  Honour  is 
walk'd  out. 

Olla.  That's  right ;  exercifc  is  conducive  to 
health.  I'll  walk  in. 

Fofs.  Under  favour,  your  honour,  I  ft  and  centi- 
nel  here;  and  I  can't  let  a  ftranger  pafs,  without  con- 
fulting  the  garrifon.  If  you'll  pleafe  to  faunter 
about,  for  half  an  hour,  I  fhall  fpeak  to  our  ladies, 
and 

Olla.  Well,  do  fo— Stephen,  come  with  me 
about  the  grounds. 

Stephen.  I  don't  like  to  march  wi'  you,  Mr.  Ol- 
lapod — You  am  no  regular — Dang  me,  if  1  budge 
\vi'  him,  Corporal,  without  your  word  of  com- 
mand. 

Olla.  But,  damn  it,  I'm  of  the  Cavalry. 

Stephen.  No  matter  for  that.  You  am  upon 
our  ground,  and  unhorfed — Now,  Corporal  I 

Olla.  Well,  if  I  muft,  I 

Fo/s.  March  ! 

Stephen.  Come,  pottercarrier.     Tol  de  rol. 
[Exeunt.    STEPHEN  and  OLLAPOD  at  the  fide, 
ybe  Corporal  into  the  houje. 

SCENE  ll.—A  Parlour  in   Farmer  HAR- 
ROWBY'J  boufe. 

Mifs  LUCRETIA  MACTAB,  and  EMILY  WORTH- 
ING TON  dtjcover'dy  at  a  table.  On  the  table  are 
work-boxe>,  pens,  ink,  and  paper ',  &c. —  EMILY 
at  ivork>  LUCRETIA  /coking  over  ajbabby  memo- 
randum-book* 

Luc.  Mils  Emily  Worthington,  you  have 
work'd  thofe  flowers  moft  miferably,  child. 

Emily.  Dear,  now,  I  am  very  lorry  for  that.  I 
was  in  hopes  they  might  have  fold  for  fomething,  at 
London,  that  I  might  have  iurprifcd  my  father  with 
the  money. 

Luc.  Sold  !  Ah,  you  have  none  of  the  proper 
pride  which  my  fide  of  the  family  fhould  have  given 
you— But,  let  me  look  over  my  cxpences  fince  we 

have 
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have  been  here,  (reading.}  "  To  one  week's 
'*  wafhing,  and  darning,  for  the  Honourable  Mifs 
<4  Lucretia  MacTab,  one  and  fevenpence." — By 
the  bye,  Mifs  Emily,  that  fprig  of  myrtle  is  thicker 
than  a  birch-broom,  and  the  white  rofc  looks  juft 
like  a  powder-puff. 

Emily.  Indeed,  I  copied  them  from  nature,  grand 
aunt. 

Luc.  Grand  aunt !  you  know  I  hate  that  hideous 
title :  but  'tis  the  fault  of  your  wild  American 
education. 

Emily.  Nay,  there  can  rJe  no  fault  in  that ;  for 
my  dear  father  educated  me  himfelf,  in  our  little 
cottage,  in  Canada. 

Luc.  He  might  have  taught  you,  then,  a  little 
more  refpect  for  me,  who  am  of  the  elevated  part  of 
the  family—-  <e  Snuff  from  the  chandler,  a  half- 
penny," (reading.'] — You  know,  child,  I  am  your 
relation,  on  your  deceafed  mother's  fide,  and  of  the 
noble  blood  of  the  MacTabs. 

Emily.  Yes,  1  know  that  now :  but  my  poor 
mother  had  no  relation  on  her  fide,  when  her  father, 
Lord  Lofty,  abandon'd  her  for  marrying. 

Luc.  My  brother,  Lord  Lofty,  acted  as-  became 
his  rank.  You  will  pleafe  to  recolle<5b  he  was  one 
of  the  oldeft  barons  in  Scotland. 

Emily.  Was  he,  indeed  !  And  you  were  born 
only  three  years  after  him,  grand  aunt ! 

Luf.  Mifs  Emily,  your  ignorance  is  greater 
than  •  (rijixg-)  I  meant,  his  title  is  one  of 

the  moft  ancienc  of  the  Barony  ;  and  he  might  well 
be  offended  at  the  marriage  of  my  deccaied  niece, 
his  daughter  ;  for,  you  know,  your  father  is  a  mere 
-  but,  no  matter, 

Emily.  Indeed,  but  it  does  matter,  though.  My 
father  is  a  gentleman  by  birth,  education,  and  man- 
ners j  and  that's  a  character  as  well  deferving  re- 
fpeit  as  the  proudett  Peer  of  the  realm. 

Luc.  And,  pray,  what  have  1  infinuated  againft 
your  father  i1  On  the  contrary,  you  might  rememr 

ber 
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her  how  handfomely  I  have  offer'd  him  my  coun- 
tenance. 

Emily.  I  remember  ic  was  a  year  ago  that  you 
earne,  and  faid  you  would  live  with  us ; — when 
your  brother,  Lord  Lofty,  died  fb  much  in  debt, 
and  left  you  deftitute. 

Luc.  More  fhame  for  him !  But,  didn't  I, 
then,  affectionately  fly  to  your  father,  and  tell  him 
1  wou'd  allow  him  the  honour  to  maintain  me  for 
the  future?  And  hav'n't  I,  notwithftanding  his 
obfcure  fituation,  and  narrow  finances,1  kindly  lived 
at  the  Lieutenant's  charge,  in  the  mod  condcfcend- 
ing  way  in  the  world  ? 
Emily.  Condefcending ! 

Luc.  Yes,  Mifs  Emily ;  but,  it  feems,  by  forget- 
ting me,  you  forget  yourfelf. 

Emily.  No— indeed  I  know  my  fituation.  I 
am  a  poor  Officer's  child  :  born  in  the  feat  of  war ; 
rear'd,  afterwards,  in  the  wilds  of  America — rear'd 
by  a  kind  father,  with  more  coft  than  his  poverty 
could  well  beftow.  He  has  dropt,  in  our  retreat, 
many  and  many  a  tear  of  affection  on  me  j  and,  as 
often  as  I  have  feen  him  mourn  my  mother's  lofs, 
I  have  wontfer'd  to  think  that  ber  father,  in  fplen- 
dour,  could  be  fo  hard-hearted,  while  mine,  in 
poverty,  was  fo  kind  ! 

Luc.  Still  on  the  cruelty  of  your  mother's  rela- 
tions !  But,  would  you  be  guided  by   me,   Mifs 
Emily,   1    wou'd   make  your  fortune.     Had  you 
follow'd  my  opinion,  before  we  left  town,   relative 
to  Sir  Charles  Cropland,  as  a  hufband. 
Emily.  Oh,  pray  don't  mention  his  name. 
Luc.  And,  why  not,  Mifs  Emily  ? 
Emily.  Bccaufe  I'm  fure  he  is  a  libertine. — The 

familiar  looks  he  gave  me 

Luc.  Looks !  pfha  !  Sir  Charles's  are  the  man- 
ners, child,  of  our  young  men  ot  high  fafhion. 

Emily.  'Tis  a  gre.it  pity,  then,  our  young  men 
of  high  fafhion  have  fo  infulting  a  way  of  noticing 
lowly  viraie.  A  coxcomb  that  ftares  humble 

modefty 
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modefty  out  of  countenance,  muft  be  a  very  cruel 
coxcomb  j  and  'tis  a  fad  thing  for  the  heart  to  be 
unfeeling  when  the  head  is  empty  ! 

Luc.  Ha  I  another  of  your  Canada  crotchets — 
hatch'd  on  the  banks  of  St.  Lawrence ;  where  foli- 
'  tude  fits  brooding  on  romance.     But  will  you  fol- 
low my  counfel  ? 

Emily.  In  refpedl:  to  Sir  Charles  Cropland  ?  No 
—never.  You  received  his  vifits  without  my  fa- 
ther's knowledge.  I  would  not  wed  the  worthieft 
man  without  his  confent;  and  he  would  not  com- 
mand me  to  marry  the  wealthieft,  whom  I  could  not 
etleem. 

Luc.  Pfhaw !  your  father's  dodrines,  child,  have 
made  him  a  beggar. 

Emily,  (with  warmth.)  A  beggar  !  no,  madam, 
he  is  rich -enough  to  (belter  you,  who  afperfe  him. 

Luc.  Shelter !  iheker,  indeed,  to  a  MacTab, 
who  affords  him  her  countenance  !  I  fhall  acquaint 
your  father,  Mifs  Emily,  with  your  rudenefs  to 
me. 

Emily.  Acquaint  him  with  all,  madam. — Tell 
him,  when  his  daughter  hears  him  mifreprefented 

Jby Tell    him You    break    my    heart., 

madam — Tell  him  what  you  pleafe. 
Enter  Corporal  Foss. 

Fofs.  I  am  come,  an'  pleafe  you,  with  intelli- 
gence of What !  is  my  young  lady  a  crying  ? 

Luc.  Deliver  your  meflage,  fellow,  and  afk  no 
queftions. 

Fofs.  A n  pleafe  your  lady fhip's  honour,  when  an 
old  foldier  fees  a  woman  in  diftrefs,  'tis  to  be 
hoped  he  may  take  juft  half  a  moment  to  give  her 
fome  comfort.  Mifs  Emily  ! 

Luc.  Blockhead  !  what  excufe  has  a  foldier  for 
half  a  moment's  delay  in  his  bufmefs  ? 

Fo/s.  The  beft  excufe,  an  pleafe  you,  may  be  half 
a  moment's  charity.  A  kind  commander  is  loth  to 
punifli  a  poor  fellow  for  doing  what  heaven  rewards. 
What's  the  matter,  Mifs  Emily  ?  (going  to  her.) 

Emily. 
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Emily.  *Tis  nothing,  good  Corporal — lead  me  to 
the  door  of  my  chamber.  (Corporal  is  going  with 
ber.) 

Luc.  You  may  be  taught  your  duty  to  me  bet- 
ter, fir. 

Fofs.  I  humbly  beg  pardon  j  but  my  firft  duty, 
in  thefe quarters,  is  to  my  mafter,  and  his  child;  I 
know  that  as  a  fervant.  My  fecond  is,  to  a  woman 
in  grief; — I  am  fure  of  that  as  a  man.  My  third 
is  to  your  ladyfhip's  honour;  and  I'll  be  back  to 
perform  it,  in  as  quick  a  march  as  a  cripple  can 
make  of  it.  Come,  Mifs  Emily,  come! 

[Exit,  leading  EMILY. 

Luc.  Provoking !   a  ftupid,  technical,  old 

But  what  can  a  woman  of  birth  expect — when  the 
ducks  waddle  into  her  drawing-room,  and  her 
groom  of  the  chambers  is  a  lame  foldier  of  foot  1 

Re-enter  Foss. 

Fofs.  There  is  one  Mr.  Ollapod  at  the  gate,  an* 
pleafe  your  lady/hip's  honour,  come  to  pay  a  vifit  to 
the  family. 

Luc .  Ollapod  ?    What  is  the  gentleman  ? 

Fofs.  He  fays  he's  a  Cornet  in  the  Galen's  _hcaA 
*Tis  the  firft  time  I  ever  heard  of  the  Corps. 

Luc.  Ha, — fome  new-raifed  regiment.  Shew 
the  gentleman  in.  [Exit  Foss. 

The  country,  then,  has  heard  of  my  arrival,  at 
laft.  A  woman  of  condition,  in  a  family,  can  never 
long  conceal  her  retreat.  Ollapod  !  that  founds 
like  an  ancient  name.  If  I  am  not  miftaken,  he  is 
nobly  defcended. 

Enter  OLLAPOD. 

Olla.  Madam,  I  have  the  honour  of  paying  my 
refpefts.  Sweet  fpot,  here,  among  the  cows ; — 
good  for  confumptions — Charming  woods  here- 
abouts— Pheafants  flourifh — fo  do  agues — Sorry 
not  to  fee  the  good  Lieutenant — admire  his  room, 
hope,  foon,  to  have  his  company.  Do  you 'take, 
good  madam,  do  you  take  ? 

8  Luc. 
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Luc.  I  beg,  Sir,  you  will  be  feated. 

Olfa.  Oh,  dear  madam  !  (fitting  down)  A 
charming  chair  to  bleed  in  !  (Afide.} 

Luc.  I  am  forty  Mr.  Worthington  is  not  at 
home,  to  receive  you,  Sir. 

Olla.  You  are  a  relation  of  the  Lieutenant, 
madam  ? 

Luc.  I !  only  by  his  marriage,  I  afTure  you,  Sir. 
Aunt  to  his  deceafed  wife  :  but  I  am  not  furprifed 
at  your  queftion.  My  friends,  in  town,  would  won- 
der to  fee  the  honourable  Mifs  Lucretia  MacTab, 
fifter  to  the  late  Lord  Lofty,  cooped  up  in  a  farm 
houfe. 

Olla.  (Afide,)  The  Honourable  !  humph  !  a  bit 
of  quality  tumbled  into  decay — The  fifter  of  a 
dead  Peer  in  a  pig-ftye  1 

Luc.  You  are  of  the  military,  I  am  inform'd, 
Sir. 

Olla.  He  !  he  !  yes,  madam.  Cornet  Ollapod, 
of  our  Volunteers — a  fine  healthy  troop— ready  to 
give  the  enemy  a  dofe,  whenever  they  dare  to 
attack  us. 

Luc.  I  was  always  prodigioufly  partial  to   the 

•^military.      My    great  grandfather,    Marmaduke, 

Baron  Lofty,  commanded  a  troop  of  horfe,  under 

the  Duke  of  Marlborough  j  that  famous  general  of 

his  age. 

Olla.  Marlborough  was  a  hero  of  a  man, 
madam  ;  and  lived  at  Woodftock — a  fweet  (porting 
country ;  where  Rofamond  perifh'd  by  poifon— 
Arfcnick,  as  likely  as  any  thing. 

Luc.  And  have  you  ferved  much,  Mr.  Ollapod  ? 

Olla.  He  !  he  !  Yes,  Madam — ferved  all  the  no- 
bilitjr,  and  gentry,  for  five  miles  round. 

Luc.  Sir ! 

Olla .  And  ihall  be  happy  to  ferve  the  good  Lieu- 
tenant, and  his  family.  (Bowing.} 

Luc.  We  (hall  be  proud  of  your  acquaintance, 
Sir.   A  gentleman  of  the  Army  is  always  an  acqui- 
fuion,  among  the  Goths  *nd  Vandals  of  the  coun- 
try * 
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try ;  where  every  fheepifh  Squire  has  the  air  of  an 
apothecary. 

Olla.  Madam  !  An  apothe Zouns ! — hum! 

— He  !  he!  I  —  You  muft  know,  I  I  deal  * 

little  in  Galenicals,  myfelf  (Jbeepijbly). 

Luc.  Galenicals !  Oh,  they  are  for  operations, 
I  fuppofe,  among  the  military. 

Olla.  Operations !  He  !  he !  Come,  that's  very 
well,  very  well  indeed  !  Thank  you,  good  Madam, 
I  owe  you  one.  Galenicals,  Madam,  are  medi- 
cines. 

Luc.  Medicines ! 

Olla.  Yes,  phyfick:  buckthorn,  fenna,  and  fo 
forth. 

Luc.  (rtfing.)  Why,  then,  you  are  an  apothe- 
cary ! 

Olla.  (rifing  too,  and  bowing.)  And  man-mid- 
wife, at  your  iervice,  Madam. 

Luc.  At  my  fervice,  indeed  ! 

Olla.  Yes,  Madam!  Cornet  Ollapod,  at  the  gilt 
Galen's  head,  of  the  volunteer  A  fibciation  Corps  of 
Cavalry— As  ready  for  the  foe,  as  a  cuilomer :  al- 
ways willing  to  charge  them  both — Do  you  take, 
good  Madam,  do  you  take  ? 

Luc.  And  has  the  Honourable  Mifs  Lucrcrli 
MacTab  been  talking,  all  this  whiie,  to  a  petty 
dealer  in  drugs  ? 

Olla.  Drugs!  dam'me,  (he  turns  up   her  ho- 
nourable nole,  as  if  flie  was  going  to  fwailow  them  • 
No   man    more   refpec~led    than  myfelf,    Mac! 
Courted  bv  the  Corps,  idolized  by  invalids}  and  for 
a  (hot — afk  my  friend,  Sir  Charles  Cropland. 

Luc,  Is  Sir  Charles  Cropland  a  friend  of  yours, 
Sir? 

Olla.  Intimate.  He  doesn't  make  wry  faces  at 
phyfick,  whatever  others  may  do,  Madam.  This 
village  flanks  the  intrenchmems  of  his  park — full 
of  fine  fat  vcnifon  j  which  is  as  light  a  food  for  di- 
geftion  as . 

Luc .  But  he  is  never  on  his  eftate  here,  I  am  told. 

Oil*. 
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Olla.  He  quarters  there  at  this  moment. 

Luc.  Blefs  me !  —Has  Sir  Charles,  then—  ? 

Olla.  Told  me  all — your  accidental  meeting  in 
the  metropolis,  and  his  vifits  when  the  Lieutenant 
was  out. 

Luc.  Oh,  (hocking  !  I  declare  I  {hall  faint. 

Olla.  Faint !  never  mind  that,  with  a  medical 
man  in  the  room— I  can  bring  ynu  about,  in  a 
twinkling. 

Luc.  And,  what  has  Sir  Charles  Cropland  pre- 
fumed  to  advance  about  me  ? 

Olla.  Oh,  nothing  derogatory.  Refpeftful  as  a 
duck-legg'd  drummer  to  a  commander  in  chief. 

Luc.  I  have  only  proceeded,  in  this  affair,  from 
the  pureft  motives ;  and  in  a  mode  becoming  a 
MacTab. 

Olla.  None  dare  to  doubt  i£. 

Luc.  And,  if  Sir  Charles  has  dropt  in,  to  a  difli  of 
tea,  with  myfelf  and  Emily,  in  London,  when  the 
Lieutenant  was  out,  I  fee  no  harm  in  it. 

Olla.  Nor  I,  neither :— except  that  tea  (hakes 
the  nervous  fyftem  to  (hatters.  But,  to  the  point ; 
the  Baronet's  my  bofom  friend — Having  heard  you 
were  here,  "Ollapod,"  fays  he,  fqueezing  my  hand 
in  his  own,  which  had  ftrong  fymptoms  of  fever, 
"Ollapod,"  fays  he,  <*you  area  military  man,  and 
may  be  trufted." — "  I'm  a  Cornet,'-'  fays  I,  "  and 
dole  as  a  pill-box" — "  Fly,  then,  to  Mifs  Lucretia 
MacTab,  that  honourable  picture  of  prudence"— 

Luc.  He  !  he  !  did  Sir  Charles  fay  that  ? 

Olla.  (ajide.)  How  thefe  tabbies  love  to  be 
loaded  ! 

Luc.  In  fhort,  Sir  Charles,  I  perceive,  has  ap- 
pointed you  his  emhTary;  to  confult  with  me,  when 
he  may  have  an  interview. 

Olla.  Madam,  you  are  the  (harped  (hot  at  the 
truth  I  ever  met  in  my  life.  'And,  now  we  are  in 
confultation,  what  think  you  of  a  walk  with  Mifs 
Emily,  by  the  old  elms,  at  the  back  of  the  village, 
this  evening  ?  - 

Luc. 
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Luc.  Why,  1  am  willing  to  take  any  fleps  which 
tnay  promote  Emily's  future  welfare. 

Otla.  Take  fleps!  what,  in  a  walk?  He  1  he! 
come,  that's  very  well,  very  well  indeed  !  Thank 
you,  good  Madam ;  I  owe  you  one.  I  (hall  com- 
municate to  my  friend,  with  due  defpatch.  Com- 
mand Cornet  Ollapod,  on  all  occafions  ;  and  what- 
ever the  gilt  Galen's-head  can  produce  . 

Luc.  (curffeyitig.)  Oh,  Sir  ! 

Olla.  By  the  bye,  I  have  Jome  double  diftill'd 
lavender  water,  much  admired  in  our  Corps.  Per- 
mit me  to  fend  a  pint  bottle,  by  way  of  prefent. 

Luc.  Dear  Sir,  I  (hall  rob  you. 

Olla.  Quite  the  contrary  : — For  1*11  fet  it  down 
to  Sir  Charles  as  a  quart,  (afidc.}  Madam,  your 
flave.  You  have  prefcribed  for  our  patient  like  an 
able  phyfician,— Not  a  ftep. 

Luc.  Nay,  I  infift  — 

,  Olla.  Then  I  muft  follow  in  the  rear.     The 
phyfician  always  before  the  apothecary. 

Luc.  Apothecary  !  Sir,  in  this  bufmefs,  I  look 
upon  you  as  a  general  officer. 

Olla.  Do  you  ?  Thank  you,  good  Ma'am  :  I 
owe  you  one.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT     III. 


SCENE   I.— An  apartment  in   Sir  ROBERT 
BRAMBLE'J  houje. 

Sir  ROBERT  BRAMBLE,  and  HUMPHREY  DOBBINS. 

Sir  ROBERT. 

I  TELL  you  what,  Humphrey  Dobbins  ;  there 
isn*t  a  fy  liable  of  fenfe  in  all  you  have  been  fay- 
ing. But,  I  fuppofe  you  will  maintain  that  there  is. 

Dob.  Yes. 

Sir  Rob.  Yes !  is  that  the  way  you  talk  to  me, 
you  old  boar  ?  What's  my  name  ? 

Dob.  Robert  Bramble. 

Sir  Rob.  A'n't  I  a  Baronet?  Sir  Robert  Bramble, 
of  Blackberry  Hall,  in  the  county  of  Kent  ?  'Tis 
time  you  fhould  know  it;  for  you  have  been  my 
clumfy,  two  fifted  valet  de  chambre,  thefe  thirty 
years — Can  you  deny  that  ? 

Dob.  Humph ! 

Sir  Rob.  Humph  !  what  the  devil  do  you  mean 
by  humph  ?  Open  the  ruity  door  of  your.mouth, 
and  make  your  ugly  voice  walk  out  of  it.  Why 
don't  you  anfwer  my  queftion  ? 

Dob.  Becaufe,  if  I  contradicted  you  there,  I 
fliould  tell  a  lie  j  and,  whenever  I  agree  with  you, 
you  are  lure  to  fall  out. 

Sir  Rob.  Humphrey  Dobbins — I  have  been  fo 
long  endeavouring  to  beat  a  few  brains  into  your 
pate,  that  all  your  hair  has  tumbled  off  it,  before 
I  can  carry  my  point. 

Dob.  What  then  ?  Our  Parfon  fays,  my  head  is 
an  emblem  of  both  our  honours. 

Sir  Rok. 
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Sir  Rob.  Aye,  becaufe  honours,  like  your  head, 
arc  apt  to  be  empty. 

Dob*  No  j — but  if  a  fervant  has  grown  bald  un- 
der his  matter's  nofe,  it  looks  as  if  there  was  ho- 
nefty  on  one  fide,  and  regard  for  it  on  t'other. 

Sir  Rob.  Why,  to  be  lure,  old  Humphrey,  you 

are  as  honefl  a .     Pfha  !  the  parfon  means 

to  palaver  us ; — but,   to  return  to  my  pofuiony— 
I  tell  you  I  don't  like  your  flat  contradiction. 

Dob.  Yes,  you  do. 

Sir  Rob.  I  tell  you  I  don't.  I  only  love  to  hear 
men's  arguments,  and  I  hate  their  flummery. 

Dob.  What  do  you  call  flummery  ? 

Sir  Rob.  Flattery,  you  blockhead  !  A  difh  too 
often  ferved  up,  by  paltry  poor  men,  to  paltry  rich 
ones. 

Dob.  I  never  ferve  it  up  to  you. 

Sir  Rob.  No,  I'll  be  fworn.  You  give  me  a  difh 
of  a  different  defcripiion. 

Dob.  Umph  !  what  is  it  ? 

Sir  Rob.  Sour  krout,  you  old  crab. 

Dob.  1  have  held  you  a  ftout  tug  at  argument, 
this  many  a  year. 

Sir  Rob.  And  yet  I  could  never  teach  you  a 
fyllogifm.  Now,  mind  ;  when  a  poor  man  affents 
to  what  a  rich  man  fays,  I  fufpeft  he  means  to  flat- 
ter him.  Now  I  am  rich,  and  hate  flattery — Ergo, 
when  a  poor  man  fubfcribes  to  my  opinion,  I  hate 
him. 

Dob.  That's  wrong. 

Sir  Rob.  Very  well — Negatur.  Now  prove  it. 

Dob.  Put  the  cafe  fo,  then — I  am  a  poor 
man  . 

Sir  Rob.  You  lie,  you  fcoundrel  !  You  know 
you  ihall-never  want  while  I  have  a  fhilling. 

Dob.  Blefs  you  ! 

Sir  Rob.  Pfhaw  !  proceed. 

Dob.  Well,  then,  I  am  a  poor 1  muft  be  a 

poor  man,  now,  or  I  fhall  never  get  on. 

Sir  Rob.  Well,  get  on.    Be  a  poor  man. 
c  a 
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Dob.  I  am  a  poor  man  j  and  I  argue  with  yoi!$ 
arid  .convince  you  you  are  wrong — then  you  call 
yourfelf  a  blockhead,  and  I  am  of  your,  opinion : 
Now,  that's  no  flattery. 

Sir  Rob.  Why,  no  :— but,  when  a  man's  of  the 
fame-opinion  with  me,  he  puts  an  end  to  the  argu- 
ment ;  and  that  puts  an  end  to  converfation : — So, 
I  hate  him  for  that.  But  where's,  my  nephew, 
Frederick  ? 

Dob.  Been  out  thefe  two  hours. 

Sir  Rob.  An  undutiful  cub  ! — Only  arrived  from 
Ruffia  laft  night;  and,  though  I  told  him  to  ftay  at  • 
home,  till  I  rofe,  he's  fcampering  over  the  fields, 
like  a  Calmuc  Tartar. 

"Dob.  He's  a  fine  fellow. 

Sir  Rob.  He  hat  a  touch  of  our  family.  Don't 
you  think  he's  a  little  like  me,  Humphrey  ? 

Dob.  Blefs  you,  not  a  bit.  You  are  as  ugly  an 
old  man  as  ever  I  clapt  my  eyes  on. 

Sir  Reb.  Now,  that's  damn'd  impudent !  But 
there's  no  flattery  in  it  5  and  it  keeps  up  the  inde- 
pendence of  argument.  His  father,  my  brother, 
Job,  is  of  as  tame  a  fpirit !  Humphrey,  you  re- 
member m  y  brother  Job  ? 

Dob.  Yes  ;  you  drove  him  to  Ruffia,  five-and- 
twenty  years  ago. 

Sir  Rob.  I  drove  him  !  (angrily.} 

Dob.  Yes,  you  did— You  wou'd  never  let  him 
be  at  peace,  in  the  way  of  argument. 

Sir  Rob.  At  peace !  Zounds  !  he  would  never 
go  to  war. 

Dob.  He  had  the  merit  to  be  calm. 

Sir  Rob.  So  has  a  duck-pond.  He  was  a 
bit  of  ftill  life ;  a  chip ;  weak  water-gruel ;  a 
tame  rabbit,  boil'd  to  rags,  without  fauce  or  fair. 
He  received  men's  arguments  with  his  mouth 
open,  like  a  poor's-box  gaping  for  halfpence;  and, 
good  or  bad,  he  fwallow'd  them  aH,  without 
any  refiftance.  We  cou'dn'c  difagree,  and  fo  we 
parted. 

Dot. 
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Dob.  And,  the  poor  meek  gentleman  went  tp 
Ruffia,  for  a  quiet  life. 

Sir  Rob.  A  quiet  life  !  Why,  he  married  the 
moment  he  got  there.  Tack'd  himfelf  to  the  threw 
relict  of  a  Ruffian  merchant ;  and  continued  a  fpecu- 
lacion  with  her,  in  furs,  flax,  pot-afhes,  tallow, 
linen,  and  leather.  And,  what's  the  confequence  ? 
thirteen  months  ago,  he  broke. 

Dob.  Poor  foul !  his  wife  fhould  have  followed 
the  bufinefs  for  him. 

Sir  Rob.    I  fancy  (he did  follow  it;  for  (he  died 
juft  as  it  went  to  the  devil.  And,  now,  this  madcap, 
Frederick,  is  fent  over  to  me  for  protection.    Poor 
Job  !  now  he's  in  diftrefs,  I  muftn't  neglect  his  fon. 
FREDERICK  is  beard,  fwging,  without. 
Dob.  Here  comes  his  fon — That's  Mr.  Frede- 
rick. 

Enter  FREDERICK. 

Fred.  Ah,  my  dear  uncle  !  good  morning.  Your 
park  is  nothing  but  beauty. 

Sir  Rob.  Who  bid  you  caper  over  my  beauty  ? 
I  told  you  to  (lay  in  doors,  till  I  got  up. 

Fred.  Eh  ?  Egad  fo  you  did !  I  had  as  intirely 
forgot  it,  as  • 

Sir  Rob.  And,  pray,  what  made  you  forget  it  ? 
Fred.  The  fun. 

Sir  Rob.  The  fun  !  He's  mad.  You  mean  the 
moon,  I  believe. 

Fred.  Oh,  my  dear  Sir,  you  don't  know  the  ef- 
fect of  a  fine  Spring- morning  upon  a  young  fellow 
juft  arrived  from  Ruflia.     The  day  look'd  bright  i 
trees  budding;  birds  finging  i  the   park  was  gay  j 
fo,  egad,  I  took  a  hop,  ftep,  and   a  jump,  out  of 
your  old  balcony  ;    made   your  deer  fly  before  me 
like  the  wind  i  and  chafed  them  all  round  the  park, 
to  get  an  appetite,  while  you.  were  fnoring  in  bed, 
uncle. 

Sir  Rob.  Ah  !  fo,  the  effect  of  Englifh  fun,  upon 
a  young  Ruffian,  is  to  make  him  jump  out  or  a 
balcony,  and  worry  my  deer. 

c  3  f  red. 
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Fred.  I  confefs  it  had  that  influence  upon  me. 

Sir  Rob.  You  had  better  be  influenced  by  a  rich 
old  uncle ;  unlefs  you  think  the  fun  likely  to  leave 
you  a  fat  legacy. 

Fred.  Sir,  I  hate  fat  legacies. 

Sir  Rob.  Sir,  that's  mighty  fingular.  They  are 
pretty  folid  tokens  of  kindnels,  at  leaft. 

Fred..  Very  melancholy  tokens,  uncle — They 
are  the  pofthumous  defpatches  Affection  fends  to 
Gratitude,  to  inform  us  we  have  loft  a  generous 
friend. 

Sir  Rob.  How  charmingly  the  dog  argues  ! 

Fred.  But,  I  own  my  fpirits  ran  away  with  me, 
this  morning.  I  will  obey  you  better  in  future; 
for  they  tell  me  you  are  a  very  worthy,  good  fort 
of  old  gentleman. 

Sir  Rob.  Now,  who  had  the  familiar  impudence 
to  tell  you  that  ? 

Fred.  Old  Rutty,  there. 

Sir  Rob.  Why,  Humphrey,  you  didn't  ? 

Dob.  Yes,  but  I  did,  tho'.' 

Fred.  Yes,  he  did  •,  and,  on  that  fcore  I  {hall  be 
anxious  to  fhew  you  obedience  :  for,  'tis  as  meri- 
torious to  attempt  fharing  in  a  good  man's  heart, 
as  it  is  paltry  to  have  defigns  upon  a  rich  man's 
money.  A  noble  nature  aims  its  attentions  full 
bread  high,  uncle  j  a  mean  mind  levels  its  dirty 
affiduities  at  the  pocket. 

Sir  Rob.  (embracing  him)  Jump  out  of  every 
window  I  have  in  my  houfe  !  Hunt  my  deer  into 
high  fevers,  my  fine  fellow  !  ay,  damn  it !  this  is 
fpunk,  and  plain  fpeaking  !  Give  me  a  man,  who 
is  always  plumping  his  diflent  to  my  doctrines 
fmack  in  my  teeth. 

Fred.  I  difagree  with  you  there,  uncle. 

T>ob.  So  do  I. 

Fred.  You  !  you  forward  puppy  !  If  you  were 
not  fo  old,  Fd  knock  you  down. 

Sir  Rob.  I'll  knock  you  down,  if  you  do.  I 
9  wonsc 
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won't  have  my  fervants  thump'd  into  dumb  flat- 
tery. I  won't  let  you  teach  'em  to  make  Silence  a 
toad-eater. 

Dob.  Come,  you're  ruffled — Let's  go  to  the 
bufinefs  of  the  morning. 

Sir  Rob.  Damn  the  bufinefs  of  the  morning ! 
Don't  you  Ice  we  are  engaged  in  difcuffion  ?  I  hate 
the  bufinefs  of  the  morning. 

Dob.  No,  you  don't. 

Sir  Rob.  And  why  not  ? 

Dob.  Becaufe  'tis  Charity. 

Sir  Rob.  Pfhaw  !  damn  it —  !  well — we  muftn't 
neglefb  bufmefs — If  there  be  any  diftrefTes  in  tha 
parifh,  read  the  morning  lift,  Humphrey. 

Dob.  (reading.)  Jonathan  Huggins,  of  Muck 
Mead,  is  pur  into  prifon. 

Sir  Rob.  Why,  'twas  but  laft  week  Gripe,  the 
attorney,  recover'd  two  cottages  for  him,  by  law, 
worth  fixty  pounds. 

Dob.  And  charged  a  hundred  and  ten,  for  his 
trouble: — So,  feized  the  cottages,  for  part  of  his 
bill,  and  threw  Jonathan  in  jail,  for  the  remainder. 

Sir  Rob.  A  harpy  !  I  rnuft  relieve  the  poor  fel- 
low's diftrefs. 

Fred.  And  I  muft  kick  his  attorney. 

Dob.  The  Curate's  horfe  is  dead. 

Sir  Rob.  Pfhaw  !  there's  no  diftrefs  in  that. 

Dob.  Yes,  there  is — to  a  man  who  muft  go 
twenty  miles,  every  Sunday,  to  preach  three  fer- 
mons,  for  thirty  pounds  a  year. 

Sir  Rob.  Why  won't  Punmock,  the  vic-ar,  give 
him  another  nag  ? 

Dob.  Becaulc  'tis  cheaper  to  get  another  curate, 
ready  mounted. 

Sir  Rob.  What's  the  name  of  the  black  pad  I 
purchased,  laft  TuefJay,  at  Tunbridge? 

Dob.  Belzebub. 

Sir  Rob.  Send  Bftlrrebub  to  the  Curace,  and  tell 
him  Co  work  him,  as  long  as  he  lives. 

c  4  Fred. 
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Fe/s.  Well  ? 

Stephen.  Why,  I  clapt  the  kitchen  poker  to  un, 
red  hoc  j  and  it  all  went,  up  wi'  a  defperate  com- 
plofion,  juft  as  you  deftroy'd  that  outlandilh  but- 
tery. 

Fofs.  Blefs  us,  mafter  Stephen !  then  you  have 
ruin'd  the  town,  in  cold  blood,  and  kill'd  all  the 
inhabitants. 

Stephen.  No ;  the  inhabitants  am  lying  in  the 
ditch,  as  pert  as  daifies — only  the  little  pigs  am 
finged  quite  bald,  and  the  ould  white  fow  be  as 
black  as  the  devil. 

Enter-  MARY. 

'Mary.  Brother  Stephen  !  Come  here,  brother 
Stephen.  Feyther  do  vow  vengeance  again  ye. 
If  you  do  go  on  o'  this  fafhion,  what  will  the  neigh- 
bours call  ye,  Stephen  ? 

Stephen.  Call  me?  why,  a  perfpiring  young 
hero,  of  five  foot  fix  inches,  willing  to  mortalize 
himfelf,  in  the  field  of  March. 

WORTHINGTON  crcffes  the  ft  age,  and  goes  into  the 
houfe. 

Fofs.  There — his  honour  is  come  home — I  muft 
go  in  for  orders. 

Mary.  Oh,  Mr.  Corporal,  Joe  Shambles,  the 
butcher's  boy,  ha'  brought  this  from  our  town,  for 
your  mafter.  (Giving  a  letter.) 

Fofs.  One  leLter.  Is  this  all  he  left  for  us,  my 
pretty  maid  ? 

Mary.  No  j  he  left  a  leg  of  mutton. 

Fofs.  Oh.     ( Goes  in.) 

Stephen.  How  {lately  Mr.  Corporal  do  march, 
furely  !  he  be  as  upright  as  our  gander.  Come, 
Mary  !  afore  feythtr  do  come  home,  lets  you  and 
I  go  wafh  the  gunpowder  pigs. 

Mary.  How,  Stephen  ? 

Stephen.  We'll  go  to  the  dairy,  and  chuck  'em 
into  the  milk  pails. 

(Voice  without.)    Stephen  I 

Stephen. 
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Stephen.  Wauns  !  there  be.feyther !  Run,  Mary, 
run !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  Tbf  Parlour,  in  HARROWBY'S  Hou/e. 
Enter WORTHINGTON  and'tbe  CORPORAL. 

Worth.  Where  are  the  ladies,  Corporal  ? 

Fofs.  They  are  gone  to  take  a  walk,  an*  pleafe 
your  honour. 

Worth.  Oh. — (fating  */0w».)^-Mine  has  fome- 
what  fatigued  me. 

Fofs.  Under  favour,  I  think  your  honour  takes  too 
much  exercife — it  always  brings  on  the  torment  in 
your  wound  again. 

Worth.  You  buttle  about  for  me,  more  than  I 
could  wifh,  Corporal.  You  got  your  wound  in  an 
ugly  place,  you  know. 

Fofs.  1  got  it  at  Gibraltar  j  the  fame  ugly  place 
with  your  honour— That  curfed  (hell  (truck  us  both 
together. 

Worth.  I  remember  it  did,  Corporal.  (figbin%.) 

Fofs.  Arid,  when  I  lay  on  the  ground,  and  your 
honour's  left-arm  was  fo  terribly  wounded,  you 
ftretch'd  out  your  right,  to  help  me. 

Worth.  1  don't  remember  that,  Corporal. 

Fofs.  (warmly.)  Don't  you  ?  but  I  do — and  I 
wifh  I  may  be  damn'd  if  ever  I  forget  it. 

Worth.  Well,  well — do  not  let  us  fwear  about 
it,  Corporal. 

Fofs.  I  hate  fwearing,  your  honour,  as  much  .s 
our  Chaplain  loved  brandy  ;  but  when  a  man's 
heart's  too  full,  I  fancy,  fomehow,  there'*  a;,  oath 
at  the  top  on't ;  and  when  that  pops  out,  he's  eafy. 
Ah  !  we  had  warm  work  that  day,  your  honour  1 

Worth.  We  had,  indeed,  Corporal. 

Fofs.  There  was  Crillon's  batteries,  and  four 
thoufand  men  behind  us  at  land. 

Worth.  Moreno,  with  his  Fleet,  before  us  at  fea. 

Fofs.  At  ten,  in  the  morning,  the  Spanilh  Ad- 
miral began  his  cannonade. 

th.    Our  battery  from  the  King's  baflion 
open'd  directly. 

Fofs. 
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Fofs.  Well  ? 

Stephen.  Why,  I  clapt  the  kitchen  poker  to  un, 
red  hoc  j  and  it  all  went,  up  wi*  a  defperate  com- 
plofion,  juft  as  you  deftroy'd  that  outlandifh  but- 
tery. 

Fofs.  Blefs  us,  mafter  Stephen  !  then  you  have 
ruin'd  the  town,  in  cold  blood,  and  kill'd  all  the 
inhabitants. 

Stephen.  No  ;  the  inhabitants  am  lying  in  the 
ditch,  as  pert  as  daifies  —  only  the  little  pigs  am 
finged  quite  bald,  and  the  ould  white  fow  be  as 
black  as  the  devil. 


'Mary.  Brother  Stephen  !  Come  here,  brother 
Stephen.  Feyther  do  vow  vengeance  again  ye. 
If  you  do  go  on  o'  this  fafhion,  what  will  the  neigh- 
bours call  ye,  Stephen  ? 

Stephen.    Call    me?    why,   a    perfpiring   young 
hero,  of  five  foot  fix  inches,  willing  to  mortalize 
himfelf,  in  the  field  of  March. 
WORTHINGTON  crojfts  the  ft  age,  and  goes  into  the 
houfe. 

Fofs.  There  —  his  honour  is  come  home  —  I  muft 
go  in  for  orders. 

Mary.  Oh,  Mr.  Corporal,  Joe  Shambles,  the 
butcher's  boy,  ha'  brought  this  from  our  town,  for 
your  mafter.  (Giving  a  letter.) 

Fofs.  One  letter.  Is  this  all  he  left  for  us,  my 
pretty  maid  ? 

Mary.  No  j  he  left  a  leg  of  mutton. 

Fofs.  Oh.     (Goes  in.} 

Stephen.  How  {lately  Mr.  Corporal  do  march, 
furely  !  he  be  as  upright  as  our  gander.  Come, 
Mary  1  afore  feythtr  do  come  home,  lets  you  and 
I  go  wafh  the  gunpowder  pigs. 

Mary.  How,  Stephen  ? 

Stephen.  We'll  go  to  the  dairy,  and  chuck  'em 
into  the  milk  pails. 

{Voice  without.}    Stephen  ! 

Stephen. 
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Stfpbe*.  Wauns !  there  be.feyther !  Run,  Mary, 
run !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  The  Parlour,  in  HARROWBY'S  Hou/e. 

£«/<?r  WORTH  INGTON  and'tbe  CORPORAL. 

Wortb.  Where  are  the  ladies,  Corporal  ? 

Fofs.  They  are  gone  to  take  a  walk,  an*  pieafe 
your  honour. 

Wortb.  Oh. — (fitting  </0w#.)— Mine  has  fome- 
what  fatigued  me. 

Fofs.  Under  favour,  I  think  your  honour  takes  too 
much  exercife — it  always  brings  on  the  torment  in 
your  wound  again. 

Wortb.  You  buftle  about  for  me,  more  than  I 
could  wi(h,  Corporal.  You  got  your  wound  in  an 
ugly  place,  you  know. 

Fofs.  1  got  it  at  Gibraltar  j  the  Time  ugly  place 
with  your  honour — That  curfed  (hell  ftruck  us  both 
together. 

Wortb.  I  remember  it  did,  Corporal.  (figbin%.) 

Fofs.  Arid,  when  I  lay  on  the  ground,  and  your 
honour's  left-arm  was  fo  terribly  wounded,  you 
ftretch'd  out  your  right,  to  help  me. 

Wortb.  1  don't  remember  that,  Corporal. 

Fofs.  (warmly.)  Don't  you  ?  but  I  do — and  I 
wifh  I  may  be  damn'd  if  ever  I  forget  it. 

Wortb.  Well,  well — do  not  let  us  fwear  about 
it,  Corporal. 

Fofs.  I  hate  fwearing,  your  honour,  as  much  .s 
our  Chaplain  loved  brandy  ;  but  when  a  man's 
heart's  too  full,  I  fancy,  fomehow,  there's  ai.  oath 
at  the  top  on't ;  and  when  that  pops  out,  he's  ealy. 
Ah  !  we  had  warm  work  that  day,  your  honour  1 

Wortb.  We  had,  indeed,  Corporal. 

Fofs.  There  was  Crillon's  batteries,  and  four 
thoutand  men  behind  us  at  land. 

Wortb.  Moreno,  with  his  Fleet,  before  us  at  fea. 

Fofs.  At  ten,  in  the  morning,  the  Spanifh 
miral  began  his  cannonade. 

ITortb.  Our  battery  from  the  King's  baftion 
open'd  direclly. 

Fofs.. 
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Fofs.  Red-hot  mot  poured  from  the  garrifojit 

Worth.  Cannons  roar  ! 

Fofs.  Mortars  and  howitzers  ! 

Worth.  The  enemy's  fhipping  in  flames  I 

Fofs.  Fire  again  ! 

Worth.  They  burn ! 

Fofs.  They  blow  up  ! 

Worth.  They  fink  ! 

Fofs.  Viftory!  Old  England  for  ever,  your 
honour !  Huzza  ! 

Worth.  Aye,  Corporal  $  againft  the  world  in  arms. 
Old  England  for  ever ! 

Both.  Huzza  J 

Fofs.  (after  a  paufe,  gravely.}  We  have  no  limbs 
to  help  our  country,  now.  We  fhall  never  fight  for 
Old  England  again,  your  honour. 

Worth,  (mournfully.)  No,  Corporal ;  'tis  im- 
pofiible ! 

Fofs.  But  our  hearts  are  for  our  country  ftill. 
Tho-  your  honour  has  only  half- pay,  and  I  am  but 
an  out- pen  Goner  of  Chelfea. 

Worth.  We  have  no  right  to  complain,  Corporal. 
National  bounty,  beyond  its  limits,  would  be  na- 
tional wafte;  and  'tis  impoffible  to  provide  fump- 
tuoufly  for  all. 

Fofs.  That's  true,  your  honour.  Every  hero,  that 
lofes  his  life,  in  the  field,  muft  not  expect  a  marvel 
monument. 

Worth.  'Tis  of  little  import,  Corporal — A  gal- 
lant Soldier's  memory  will  flourifh,  though  humble 
turf  be  ofier-bound  upon  his  grave.  The  tears  of 
his  Country  will  moiften  itj  and  vigorous  laurel 
fprout  among  the  cyprefs  thatfhadows  his  remains. 
But  'tis  a  bitter  thought,  when  we  muft  depart,  to 
leave,  unprotected,  the  few  who  are  joined  with  us, 
in  the  ties  of  affection,  and  the  bonds  of  nature  ! 

Fofs.  Your  honour  is  join'd  in  no  bond  with  any 
body,  but  Mr.  Burfbrd,  for  five  hundred  pounds. 

Worth,  (fmiling.)  I  did  not  mean  that,  Corporal. 
There,  however,  1  am  eafy.  My  friend  has  ftrict  ho- 
nour :  and,  fhould  he  die,  the  regular  infurancc  of  his 

life 
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life  fecurcs  me  from  injury,  in  lending  him  my  name. 
But  'tis  ftrange  I  have  not  heard  from  him. 

Fofs.  I  had  forgot — Here  is  a  letter  juft 
brought  for  your  honour.  [Gives  it. 

Worth.  Let  me  fee — (opening  it.)  "  Tunbridge" 
— 'Tis  written  in  the  neighbouring  town — who 
fhould  know  me  there  ?  (Reads.) 

cc  SIR, 

ct  I  am  inftrufted  by  Mr.  Ferret,  folicitor  of 
c<  London,  to  inform  you,  that  Mr.  Burford  died 
"  on  the  26th  ultimo,  on  his  way  to  the  Infurancc 
"  office;  whereby  the  Policy,  which  had  expired  the 
"  day  before,  is  become  void,  and  the  Bond,  and 
"  Warrant  of  attorney  for  500 /.  remain  in  force 
<c  againft  you.  If  the  money  be  not  paid,  forthwith, 
"  1  Ihall  encer  up  judgment,  inftamly,  for  the  reco- 
"  very  cf  the  fame." 

My  child !  my  child  ! 

Fofs.  Your  honour ! 

Worth.  Ruin'd  pad  hope  ! 

Fofs.  (ftepping  up  to  him,)  Don't  fay  that,  your 
honour ;  for,  while  your  half-pay  continues  •  . 

Worth.  My  creditor  will  grafp  all — My  pcrfon 
feized,  and  my  poor  child  deftitutc  ! 

Fojs.  Deftitute !  what,  my  young  miftrefs  ?— and 
you  ? — and  -  don't  give  way  co  grief,  your  ho- 

nour. I  am  lame,  to  be  fure,  but  1  am  fit  for  labour 
ftill — There's  my  lictle  penfion,  too,  from  Chel- 
fea — Things  may  come  about  j  and  till  chey  do,  you 
and  my  young  miftrefs  Ihall  never  know  want,  while 
the  old  Corporal  has  a  limb  left  to  work,  or  a  penny 
in  his  pocket. 

Wortb.  Corporal,  I  — 

Enter  FREDERICK. 

Fred.  Yes,  this  is  he  !  Zounds !  I  am  quite  out 
of  breath — Sir,  I  am  corns  to — Whew  1  I  beg 
pardon— but,  as  you  perceive,  1  am  devililhly 
'blown. 

Wortb. 
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Worth.  Leave  us,  Corporal.  [Exit  Foss, 

.At- your  leifure,  Sir,  I  (hall  be  glad  to  know 
whom  I  have  the  honour  of  addrefTmg. 

Fred.  I  am  Frederick  Bramble,  Sir.  My  uncle, 
V5ir  Robert  Bramble,  lives  at  the  foot  of  this  infer- 
nal hill.  He  fix'd  his  houfe  there,  I  fancy,  for  the 
fake  of  argument;  becaufe  moil  men  maintain  it  is 
bad  to  build  in  a  bottom.  He  is  as  charitable  as  a 
Chriftian,  Sir,  and  as  rich  as  a  Jew. 

Worth.  I  give  you  joy  of  a  relation,  Sir,  who  has 
fo  much  virtue,  with  fo  much  wealth.  When  For- 
tune enriches  the  benevolent,  the  Goddefs  removes 
the  bandage  from  her  brow,  that  fhe  may  beflow  a 
gift  with  her  eyes  open.  But  as  I  am  a  ftranger 
here,  and  a  recluie,  I  have  no  right  to  enter  further 
into  your  uncle's  character. 

Fred.  Yet  he  has  juft  now,  Sir,  taken  a  right  to 
enter  into  yours. 
Worth.  May  he  not  rather  have  taken  a  liberty,Sir  ? 

Fred.  'Tis  his  duty  to  be  the  moft  inquifitive 
fellow  in  the  neighbourhood. 

Worth.  *Tis  a  ftrange  duty  for  a  gentleman  ! 

Fred.  I  hope  not,  in  this  country,  Sir.  If  a 
gentleman  be  in  the  commifllon  of  the  peace,  and 
living  on  his  own  eftate,  he  (hould  be  anxious,  I 
think,  to  inquire  imo  the  conduct  of  thofe  around 
him,  that  he  may  diftribute  juftice  as  a  magiftrate, 
and  kindnefs  as  a  man. 

Wcrtb.  But  how  can  your  uncle's  principle  apply 
to  me,  Sir  ?  A  fecluded  fojourner,  with  a  quiet  fa- 
mily, lodging  with  one  of  his  tenants  ? 

Fted.  Why,  he  has  heard  of  the hem  !— 

that  is,  I  mean the  —  peculiarity  of  your 

fituation  .         

Worth,  (haughtily.)  Sir! 

Fred.  I  Ihall  make  a  bungling  bufmefs  of  this, 
after  all  !  (afide.)—l  fay,  Sir,  that  my  uncle,-  as  I 
told  you,  is  a  warm  old  heart,  who  bufies  himfelf  in 
learning  the  circumftances  of  every  body  about 
him,  and  . 

Wertk* 
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Worth.  The  circumflances ! 
Fred.  Yes ;  and  fo  Humphrey  Dobbins,— a  ftu- 
pid  old   fervant, — among   other   intelligence  this 

morning,  happened  to — to  mention  you,  and 

damn  it,  Sir,  the  truth's  the  truth  :— I  ran  here  to 
prevent  my  uncle's  offering  his  affiftance  coo 
bluntly,  and  I  fear  I  have  done  it  too  bluntly, 
myfelf. 

Worth.  It  wou'd  be  abfurd,  Sir,  to  affect  blind  - 
nefs  to  the  motives  of  your  vifit — I  lee  them  clear- 
ly, and  thank  you  cordially.  You  have  touch'd 
the  heart  of  a  veteran  foldier  j  but  go  no  further; 
if  you  proceed,  you  will  wound  the  dignity  of  a 
gentleman. 

Fred.  I  came  here  to  heal  wounds ;  by  my  foul 
I  did !  *Tis  not  in  my  nature  to  inflict  them.  I 
am  new  in  England  j  ignorant  of  ihe  manners  of 
the  country — for  I  arrived  here,  lad  night,  from 
Ruflia,  where  I  was  born  j  but  furely,  furely,  it 
cannot  be  offenfive,  in  any  part  of  the  globe,  to 
tell  the  afflicted  we  feel  for  them.  Pray,  give  me 
your  hand ! 

Worth.  Take  it,  Sir,  take  it.  Receive  the  grafp 
of  gratitude,  and  be  gone. 

Fred.  Not  till  you  firft  permit  me  to 

Worth.  I  can  accept  no  favours,  of  the  nature  you 
offer,  where  I  have  no  claim  :  and  what  claim,  young 
man,  can  I  have  upon  your  attentions  ? 

Fred.  The  claim  each  man  has,  in  common,  upon 
his  fellow.  We  are  all  paflcngcrs  on  life's  high- 
way; and  when  a  traveller  flicks  in  the  mire,  on 
the  road,  the  next  that  comes  by  is  a  brute  who 
doesn't  ilretch  out  a  hand,  to  extricate  him. 

Worth.  That  may  hold  in  the  courtefies  of  life; 
but  I  do  not  admit  it  as  an  argument  in  effentials. 
Fred.  Then,  I  wifh  my  uncle  were  here,  with  all 
my  heart,  Sir;  he'd  argue  this  point  with  you,  or 
any  other,  to  all  eternity. 

Worth.  I  want  no   argument  upon  points  of 

honour. 
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honour.   Honour,  the  offspring  of  honefty,  dictates 

for  itfelf.  . 

Fred.  Sir,  I  refpecl  it,  for  its  parent's  fake ;  tho 
the  child  is  a  little  maddifh :  for  Honour  is,  fome- 
times,  cutting  throats,  where  Honefty  would  be 
fhaking  haeds.  But  let  me  intreat  you  to  relax— to 
be  perfuaded.  Come,  my  dear  Sir !  true  honour,  I 
iruft,  can  never  have  reafon  to  blufh,  becaufe  ho- 
nefty  is  affifted. 

Worth,  (after  a  paufe.)  You  have  burft  upon 
me  at  a  critical,  a  trying  moment.  I  have  a  fa- 
mily j  a  beloved  child,  from  whom  I  may  be  ihortly 
torn,  without  the  means  of-  No  matter.  Even 
the  griefs' that,  inwardly,  wring  me,  would  not  force 
me  to  unbend,  we're  there  not  a  native  ingenuouf- 
nefs  in  your  manner,  which  wins  me.  To  you, 
then,  to  a  youthful  i\ranger,whjfe  fympathy  comes 
o'er  a  rugged  foldier's  nature,  as  pictured  Love  be- 
ftrides  the  lion,  to  you  I  will  owe  a  temporary 
obligation. 

Fred.  Will  you?  Then,  you  have  made  me 
the  happiefi  dog  that — (feeling  Ms  pockets.)  Eh  ? 
— no — zounds — !  I  mean,  Sir,  you  have  made  me 
look  like  the  fillieft  dog  in  the  world ! 

Worth.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Fred.  In  my  hafte  to  do  fervice,  I  never,  once 
recollected  I  wanted  the  means.  My  heart  was  fo 
full,  that  I  quite  forgot  my  pockets  were  empty. 

Worth.  I  cannot  think,young  man,  you  came  here 
to  infult  me. 

Fred.  Infult !  Oh,  my  dear  Sir,  you  do  not  know 
me!  You  may  foon.  I  have  left  a  father,  in  em- 
barraffments,  in  Ruffia.  I  have  landed  here,  de- 
pendant on  an  uncle's  bounty ;  and  paid  my  laft 
(hilling,  yefterday,  to  the  coachman,  who  fet  me 
down  at  his  gate  j  but  my  relation  is  as  generous 
as  ajprince !  he  will,  I  am  fure,  give  me  afupply  j 
and  then 

Worth*  And,  then,  I  would  not,  for  worlds,  draw 

upon 
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upon  your  little  ftore.  You  have  a  fuperior  call,  it 
feems,  upon  you  ;  a  parent  in  diftrefs. 

Fred.  My  father's  involvements,  no  doubt,  will 
be  his  brother's  care;  and  if 

Worth.  No  more,  no  more  !  I  fee  the  workings 
of  your  heart.  Farewell !  You  have  fenfibly  af- 
fected me,  and  I  mud  leave  you.  Repine  not  that 
your  will  to  do  good  actions  outruns  your  power. 
Had  the  widow  been  without  her  mite,  and  fimply 
dropt  a  tear  for  Poverty,  on  the  moift  Ihrine  of 
Companion,  it  would  have  fccured  to  her  a  page  in 
Heaven's  regifter.  [Exit. 

Fred.  Now,  this  is  all  very  pretty  rhodomontade  ; 
and  I'll  go,  directly,  and  argue  that  it  is  fo,  with  my 
uncle,  for  the  good  of  this  bluff  veteran.  A  widow, 
weeping  for  diftrefs,  may  water  the  road,  plealantly 
enough,  for  herfelf,  to  Paradife  i — but  if  (he  could 
fhed  peck-loaves,  inftead  of  tears,  it  would  be 
twenty  times  better  for  the  poor's  bpx.  [Exit. 
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ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I.— A  Wood>  flirting  a  Village 

Enter  Sir  CHARLES  CROPLAND  and  OLLAPOD. 
Sir  CHARLES. 

I'M  as   chilly  as  a   bottle  of  Port,   in  a  hard 
froft — This  is  your  Englifh  Spring ;  that  our 
fhivering  poets  celebrate  by  a  fire- fide,  if  they  can 
get  one,   and  fing  of  bafking  (hepherds,   making 
love  in  the  fun. — I'm  as  amorous  as  an  Arcadian, 
but  it's  curfed  cold,  in  Kent,  for  all  that.     Are  you 
fure  thefe  women  will  come,  Ollapod  ? 
Olla.  Sure  as  death,  as  I  tell  my  patients. 
Sir  Cha.  They  find  that,  fure  enough. 
Olla.  He  I  he!    Yes,  Sir  Charles;  I  never  de- 
ceive them — CalFd  in,  laft  week,  to  Captain  Cuf- 
tard,  of  our  Corps,  who  was  fhovell'd  off  by  a  fur- 
feit.     "  Deareft  friend,"  fays  I,  looking  in  his  fac 
face,  «e  be  firm" — Candour  compels  me  to  fay, 
now   I'm  come,   you    can't  live:"   he  didn't. — 
"  You  fhall  be  buried  with  military  honours"— 
he  was.     Attended  him  from  beginning  to  end- 
doctor  and  mourner— Bed  and  grave — Phyfick'd 
him  firft,  fhot  over  him  afterwards.     Poor  fellow  1 
a  good  officer,  an  excellent  paftry-cook,    a  pro- 
digious eater,  and  a  profitable  patient ! 

Sir  Cha.  Damn  Captain  Cuftard  !  I  am  thinking 

of  a  fine  girl,   and  you  are  panegyrifing  a  dead 

paftrv-cook,  Thefe  women  will  difappoint  us,  at  laft. 

Olla.    Then  there's  no  honour  in  the  honourable 

Mifs  MacTab. 

Sir  Cha.  You  didn't4ee  Emily  ? 
Olla.  No. 

Sir  Cba.  Pfhaw !  all  is  uncertainty.     I  fhall  lofe 
the  golden  fruit;  at  laft. 

Olfa.  Damn'd  hard,  after  I've  given  the  dragon 
a  dofe— Do  you  take,  good  Sir  ?  do  you  take  .? 
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Sir  Cba.  I  wifh  the  dragon  had  wings,,  then,  to 
move  a  little  fader.  This  (harp  north-eafterly 
wind  will  prevent  their  walking. 

Olla.  I  hope  not,  Sir  Charles ;— for  they'll  get  a 
curfed  cold,  and  want  an  apothecary.  (AJide  ) 

Sir  Cba.  Stay. — I  think  I  fee  a  petticoat. 

Olla.  Mark  !  'tis  an  old  bird — The  honourable 
Mifs  MacTab,  in  a  jog-trot. 

Sir  Cba.  And  Emily  with  her,  by  all  that's  beau- 
tiful ! 

Olla.  Yes,  that's  (he — As  fine  a  woman  as  ever 
fmelt  fal-volatile.  There's  the  game,  Sir  Charles. 
You've  nothing  to  do  but  to  kill. 

Sir  Cba.  Step  afide,  or  our  meeting  will  be  too 
abrupt.  We  mud  kill  by  rule  here,  Ollapod. 

Olla.  Kill  by  rule  ?  With  alf  my  heart !  'Tis  a 
method  I've  long  been  ufed  to,  [They  retire. 

Enter  Mifs  LUCRETIA  MACTAB,   and  EMILY 

WORTHINGTON. 

Luc.  Cold  ?  ridiculous !  Females  of  fafhion> 
Mifs  Emily,  never  complain  of  the  cold,  now. 

Emily.  1  didn't  know  it  was  the  falhion  to  be  in- 
fenfible,  grand-aunt. 

Luc.  To  the  fcafons  it  is.  An  Englifh  gentle- 
woman, of  the  year  eighteen  hundred,  emulates  an, 
Englifh  oak  ;  which  is  hardy  as  well  as  elegant ;  and 
beautiful,  but  bare,  in  the  depth  of  December. 

Emily.  Dear !  that's  a  charming  park  yonder  1 
Who  can  it  belong  to  ? 

Luc.  Sir  Charles  Cropland. 

Emily.  Sir  Charles  Cropland  !  Pray,  Jet  us  get 
home  again ! 

Luc.    Does  a  fine  country  frighten  you, 
Emily  ? 

F-vtily.  It  ufed,  in  Canada. 

Luc.  For  what  reafon,  pray  ? 

Emily.  Becaufe  a  brute,  fometimes,  inrubics  it. 

Luc.  Ridiculous !  Should  we  hippen  to  meet  Sir 
fharle?;  I  beg  that— — 
D  2 
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Emily.  What,  is  he  here,  then  ? 

Luc.  So  Mr.  Ollapod  informs  me. 

Emily.  And  who  is  he  ? 

Luc.  The  apothe —  Hem !  the  officer  who 

vifited  the  family,  this  morning. 

Emily.  We  will  have  no  more  walks,  without  my 
father,  madam. 

Luc.  Oh,  as  you  pleafe  j  but  — — •  Eh  !  I  de- 
clare here  they  both  come — *Tis  impoffible  to  avoid 
them  now. 

Emily.  £lefs  me  !— This  is  very  ftrange  ! 

£Sir  CHARLES  CROPLAND  and  OLLAPOD 
appear  at  the  back  of  the  feene. 

Sir  Cba.  Engage  the  old  Tabby  in  talk;  and 
move  off  with  her,  if  you  can. 

Olla.  Mum  I—I'll  bother  her. 

^fl>ey  come  forward. 

Sir  Cba.  Ladies,  I  am  rejoiced  to  fee  you.  To 
meet  you  in  this  part  of  the  world,  is,  indeed,  an 
unexpected  pleafure. 

Luc.  We  are  come  here,  you  fee,  to  rufticate, 
Sir  Charles,  as  my  poor  dear  brother,  Lord  Lofty, 
ufed  to  fay. — Been  vegetating  here,  for  a  week,  at 
a  wretched  farm-houfe;  but  air  is  the  grand  article 
with  me. 

•Sir  Cba.  At  your  dinner  it  is,  111  be  fworrc, 
(afide.}  And  what  is  your  grand  object,  in  the  coun- 
try, Mifs  Worthington  ? 

Emily.  To  be  alone,  Sir. 

Sir  Cba.  Umph !  a  ftrange  propenfjry,  permit 
me  to  fay,  for  one  fo  young,  and  fo  beautiful. 

Emily.  I  learn'd  it  from  my  father,  Sir;  we  nei- 
ther of  us  like  intruders. 

Olla.  That's  a  damn'd  dowfe  in  the  blubber- 
chops  of  my  friend,  the  baronet. — 1  muft  talk  to 
the  old  one — Hem  !  rural  walks  here,  Ma'am- 
All  green,  and  twilling,  like  a  fnake  in  a  bottk  of 
fpirits. — Wood-pigeons  in  plenty. — Hear  'em  coo- 
ijng  ?  Pop  'em  down,  here,  by  dozens. 

[Sir  CHARLES  talks  apart  to  EMILY. 
14  Luc* 
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Luc.  They  arc  pleafing  birds  enough,  in  a  grove, 
Sir. 

Olla.  And  pretty  picking  in  a  pye,  Ma*am. 
(looking  towards  Sir  CHARLES  and  EMILY.)  Yes 
— he's  beginning — Muft  have  Mifs  MacTab  off 
foon.  (dfide.)  Fond  of  views,  Ma'am?  Hill, 
dale,  fteeples,  rivers,  tufts  of  trees,  and  the  like? 

Luc.  I  admire  a  rich  landfcape,  Sir.  When  my 
brother,  the  Baron,  was  planting  clumps  round 
Ricketty  Caftle,  I  ufed  to  fay  he  was  placing  beauty- 
fpots  on  the  face  of  nature. 

Olla.  Did  you  ?  Come,  that  was  very  well,  very 
well,  indeed !  Thank  you,  good  Madam — I  owe 
you  one.  Pretty  fporting  country  to  the  right. 
\Sbe  turns  towards  Sir  CHARLES  and  EMILY.  He 
fulls  her  by  the  elbow.)  That's  to  the  left,  Ma'am. 

Luc.  Blefs  me !  this  is  a  very  rude  man  !  Do 
you  know,  Sir  Charles,  that  Emily  has  loft  your 
beautiful  little  prefent  ? 

Sir  Cba.  What,  the  terrier  puppy,  from  Leicefter- 
/•  •     i 
{hire  ? 

Luc.  Gone— though  he  was  in  the  apartment, 
when  you  laft  did  us  the  honour  of  a  call. 

Sir  Cha.  Unkind  to  let  fo  little  (lore  by  my  pre- 
fent, Mifs  Worthington !  and  when  did  you  ob- 
ferve  the  puppy  was  gone  ? 

Emily.  The  very  moment  you  left  the  room,  Sir. 

Olla.  Humph  !  that's  another  dowfe  for  the  ba- 
ronet !  I  muft  get  the  old  woman  away  !  (pulls  her 
by  the  elbow.)  Ma'am —  ! 

Luc.  Lord,  Sir  !  (frumpijhly.) 

Olla.  Condefcend  to  caft  your  eye  over  that  hil- 
lock— the  little  lump  to  the  left  there — round  and 
black,  like  a  Bolus.  From  that  point,  you  fee  three 
capital  counties  at  once. 

Luc.  I  can't  fay  that  I  perceive — — 

Olla.  Stay — here's  Kent— Fertile  in  pheafants, 
cherries,  hops,  yeomen,  codlings,  and  cricketters — 
On  one  fide,  Sufiex 

Luc.  In  what  beauties  does  that  abound,  Sir  ? 

D  3  Otta. 
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Olla.  Mutton  and  dumplings — And  there's 
Surrey — Sweet  Surrey  ! 

Luc.  For  what  may  that  b&  famous  ? 

Olla.  Nothing  that  I  know  of,  except  my  coufin, 
Crufhjaws-  of  Carfhalton,  who  tugs  out  a  ftump 
with  perfect  pleafure  to  the  patient. 

[During  the  above,  LUCRETIA  is  continually 
endeavouring  to  turn  towards  Sir  CHARLES, 
_  and  EMILY  ;  and  OLL  APOD,  conftantlyy  pre- 
vents her. 

Luc.  I  proteft  I  fee  nothing  before  me,  but  a 
barn. 

Olla.  That's  reckon'd  the  only  eye-fore  in  the 
view  •,  for  it  totally  blocks  out  the  profpeft — Fifty 
yards  further  we  may  fee  all — A  little  fwampy  here, 
to  be  fure— Better  for  fnipe  (hooting.  Permit  me 
to  touch  the  tip  of  your  honourable  little  finger*  and 
pafs  you  over  the  puddles. 

Luc.  Blefs  me  !  1  can  never  get  over  that  ftile  ! 

Olla.  A  little  gummy  in  the  legs,  I  fuppofe, 
(Afide.)  Its  the  eafieft  in  England,  upon  the  ho- 
nour of  a  Cornet — If  an  ankle's  expofed,  I'll  forfeit 
all  the  phyfick  in  my  fliop.  This  way.  (taking  her 
hand.)  Step  out  there,  Ma'am.  Curfe  'em  \  the 
cows  have  been  here.  This  way  ! 

[Exit,  hurrying  off  Mifs  LUCRETIA. 

Emily.  Gone  !  Permit  me  to  follow  my  relation, 
Sir. 

Sir  Cha.  Stay,  my  dear  Mifs  Worthington  ;  \ 
have  fomething  of  the  utmolt  confequence  to  fay 
to,  you. 

Emily.  Speak  it  quickly,  then,  Sir. 

Sir  Cha.  Your  father  does  not  abound  in  riches, 
I  take  it. 

Emily.  That  is  of  no  confequence  to  me,  Sir,  i'f 
he  can  be  happy. 

Sir  Cha.  Now,  I  am  very  rich,  as  men  of  fafhion 
go— for,  my  eftate  is  not  yet  dipp'd  above  three 
parts  of  its  value. 
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Emify*  That  can  be  of  no  confcquence  to  me  at 
all,  Sir. 

Sir  Cba.  Pardon  me — for  I  have  to  propofe  to 

you 

Emily.   What,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Cba.  Your  own  houfe  in  town,  the  run  of 
my  eftate  in  the  country,  your  own  chariot,  two 
footmen,  and  fix  hundred  a-year — But  you  mud  al- 
low me  a  little  time  to  myfelf — A  little  play  at 
Miles's — a  little  fport  at  Newmarket — a  little 
hunting  in  Leicefterlhire ;  and,  this  apart,  you'll 
find  me  the  moft  domcftick  man  in  the  world. 

Emily.  I  fancy  I  comprehend  the  nature  of  your 
jargon,  Sir. 

Sir  Cba.  Jargon  !  It  is  a  language  perfectly  un- 
derflood,  by  all  us  young  fellows,  in  the  circle  of 
St.  James's.  'Tis  the  way  of  the  world,  rny  dear 
little  Simplicity  ! 

Emily.  Oh !  how  bafe  muft  be  the  world,  then, 
when  it  makes  fimplicity  its  victim  !  I  have  been 
bred  in  wilds  ;  but  the  fweet  breath  of  Nature 
has  infpired  my  foul  with  reafoo  ;  common  to 
every  human  bolbm,  as  the  wintry  blafts,  that  roar'd 
above  me,  on  the  mountains.  What  does  that 
reafon  tell  me,  Sir  ? — That  vice  is  vice,  however 
Society  may  polilh  it ;  that  fcduction  is  (till  feduc- 
tion,  however  Fafhion  may  fanction  itj  that  intellect, 
fpeaking  through  fimplicity,  like  mine,  has  the 
force  of  virtue  to  llrengthen  it ;  while  worldly  fo- 
phiftry  muft  ftirink  from  native  Truth,  when  it 
proclaims,  that  he,  who  could  break  a  father's 
heart,  by  heaping  Iplendid  infamy  upon  his  child, 
is  a  villain. Let  me  pafs  you,  Sir ! 

Enttr  FREDERICK  at  tbe  back  of  tbcfccnc. 
Fred.  I  have  loft  my  way,  and  my  uncle,  and — 
eh  !  who  have  we  here  ? 

Cba.  (detaining  Emily)  Upon  my  foul,  you 
not  go. 
pmilj.  How,  Sir  ? 
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Sir  Cha.  Look  ye,  my  dear  Emily—I  am  ad- 
vanced too  far  in  the  game  to  recede.  If  you  are 
not  mine  by  intreaty,  there  are  four  fpanking  greys, 
ready  harneff'd,  in  Cropland  Park,  here,  that  (hall 
whifk  us  to  town  in  a  minute. 

Emily.  You  dare  not,  fure- 

Sir  Cha.  Nay,  faith,  I  dare  any  thing  now — for, 
the  prize  is  in  my  reach,  and  I  will  clafp  it,  though 
your  heart  were  colder  to  me  than  the  fnows  of 
Rufiia.  (He  runs  towards  her,  Jhe  Jcr  earns— 
Frederick  advances.) 

Fred,  (ftanding  between  Sir  Charles  and  Emily.) 
I  bring  news  from  that  country,  Sir— I  arrived  laft 
night. 

SirCha.  Then,  Sir,  you  arrived  damn'd  mal  a 
pros.  What  are  you? 

Fred.  A  man — fo,  I  am  bound  to  protect  females 
from  brutality.  You,  it  feems,  aflault  them. 
Pray,  Sir,  what  are. you? 

Sir  Cha,  A  perfon  of  fome  figure  here,  Sir. 
You  may  not  know,  perhaps,  the  confequence  of 
infulting  one  of  that  defcription,  in  this  country. 

Fred.  Faith,  not  I :  but  I  know  the  confequence 
of  his  perfifting  to  perfecute  a  woman,  in  my  pre- 
fence. 

Sir  Cha.  What  may  that  be  ? 

Fred.  I  knock  him  down. 

Sir  Cha.  You  will  pleafe  to  recollect,  Sir,  I  am  a 
gentleman. 

Fred.  I  can't  for  the  foul  of  me — I  can  never 
recoiled  that  any  man  is  a  gentleman,  when  I  find 
him  forgetting  it  himfelf. 

Sir  Cha.  Can  you  fight,  Sir  ? 

Fred.  Like  a  game  cock,  Sir — try  me. 

Sir  Cha.  What  is  your  weapon,  Sir  ? 

Fred.  The  Knout. 

Sir  Cha.  What  the  devil's  that  ? 

Fred.  A  Ruffian  cat-o'-nine-tails,  to  chaftife  a 
criminal  3  and  I  know  no  criminal  who  more  richly 

deferves 
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dcferves  it  than  he  who  degrades  manhood,  by 
offering  violence  to  the  amiable  lex,  which  nature 
form'd  him  to  defend.  Fear  nothing,  madam. 

£ir  Cha.  We  muft  meet  again,  my  hot  fpark. 
'Fred.  I'm  happy  to  hear  it— It  implies  you  arc 
going  now. 

Sir  Cha.  Hark  ye,  Sir — I  am  call'd  Sir  Charlej 
Cropland.  Yonder  is  my  park. 

Fred.  With  tour  fpanking  greys  in  it.  I  heard 
you  fay  fo. 

Sir  Cba.  There  is  very  retired  (hooting,  in  fomc 
parts  of  it,  Sir — Your  name. 

Fred.  Frederick  Bramble; — nephew  to  your 
neighbour,  Sir  Robert.  You'll  find  me  ready  to 
take  a  morning's  fport  with  you. 

Sir  Cba.  You  (hall  hear  from  me.  This  is  a 
curfed  bufmefs ! — but  it  will  keep  up  the  noilc  of 
my  name  at  the  Clubs;  and  the  duel  of  a  dafhing 
Baronet  furnifhes  food  for  the  newfpapers.  [Exit. 

Fred.  Victory,  madam  !  The  enemy  is  fl<rd,  and 
virtue  triumphs  in  the  field.  Ha!  you  look  pale! 

Emily.  I  have  been  fadly  flurried.  (Much  agi- 
tated.) 

Fred.  'Sdeath !  (he  is  near  fainting ! — Let  me 
fupport  you,  madam.  (She  appears  Jinking,  he 
catches  her.)  Zouns!  how  beautiful  the  is! 
Tears!  now  would  I  give  the  world  to  kifs  them 
off,  and  then  kick  the  fcoundrel  that  caufed  them. 

Emily,  (recovering.)  I  know  not  how  to  thank 
you,  Sir. 

Fred.  I'm  glad  of  it,  ma'am — I  never  like  to 
be  thank'd  for  merely  doing  my  duty. 

Emily.  I  fear,  Sir,  that 1  mean,  I  hope  that 

I — I  hope,  Sir,  you  will  not  be  expofcd  to 
further  danger,  on  my  account. 

Fred.  I  am  not  ufed  to  think  of  danger,  madam, 
on  any  account ;  but,  fomething  tells  me,  1  Ihou'd 
glory  in  any  that  I  rifk'd  for  you.  Whither  (hall 
I  have  the  honour  of  attending  you  fafe  home, 
Hiadam  ? 

Emily. 
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Emily.  I  have  a  relation,  Sir  —  a  female  relation, 
who  has  been  walking  with  me  :  flie  is  now,  1  fancy, 
in  the  next  field,  and  fhe  will—  -— 

Fred.  What,  an  elderly  lady,  that  J  obferved, 
juft  r:ow,  as  I  pafs'd,  with  an  officer  ? 
Emily.  Aye  —  that  officer  ! 
Fred.'  Who  is  he  pray  ? 

Emily.  A  wicked  acceffary,  I  am  convinced,  of 
Sir  Charles  Cropland's  ! 

Fred.  Is  he  ?  I  fee  him  coming—  huzza!  I'll 
blow  him  to  the  (devil,  if  he  were  generaliffimo. 

Emily.  For  heaven's  fake  !  you  make  me 
tremble. 

Fred.  Tremble  !  I  woudn't  give  you  pain  for 
•worlds  !  I'll  be  calm  wich  him  —  On  your  account 
I  will.  I'll  affront  him  with  all  the  civility  ima- 
ginable. 

Enter  OLLAPOD,  hajtily. 

Olla.  The  honourable  Mifs  MacTab  has  tum- 
bled up  to  her  middle  in  the  mud.  file  Is  me,  is, 
Sir  Charles  gone  ? 

Fred.  You  are  Sir  Charles's  friend,  it  feems,  Sir  ? 
Olla..  I  have  the  honour  to  be  clofe  in  his  confi- 
de nqe. 

Fred.  And  aflift  him  upon  honorable  occafions. 
You  are  an  officer,  I  perceive. 

Olla.  He!  he!  yes,  Sir—  Cornet  in  our  volun- 
teer Corps  of  Cavalry  ;  as  refpectable  a  body  as  any 
regulars  in  chriftendom. 

Fred.  I  don't  doubt  it  at  all.  To  (land  forward 
at  home,  and  keep  off  invaders  from  the  fhores  of 
our  country,  is  as  honourable,  and  praife-worthy,  as 
marching  to  attack  its  enemies  abroad.  Pray, 
don't  be  alarm'd  —  you  fee  I'm  civil.  (Afide  to 


OUa.  A  pretty  fpoken  young  man  —  I'll  encou- 
rage him.  Come,  that's  very  well—  very  well  in- 
deed !  Thank  you,  good  Sir  —  I  owe  you  one. 

Fred.  But  fome  morbid  parts  may  be  found,  I 
fancy,  in  the  wholefomeft  bodies. 
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Olla.  Decidedly. — Like  a  chubby  child,  in  high 
health,  with  a  whiclow. 

Fred.  Juft  fuch  a  whitlow  I  take  you  to  be. 
Olla.  Me! 

Fred.  Exactly :  and  'tis  that  uniform  alone — as 
I  refpeft  every  lymbol  of  loyalty  and  patriotifm,— 
that  prevents  my  cropping  your  ears,  as  clofe  as 
your  jacket.  Don'c  be  uneafy,  you  fee  I'm  civil. 

[•fo  EMILY. 

Olla.  Crop  !  Zounds !  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Fred.  Can't  you  take  my  meaning,  in  your  own 
way  ? 

Olla.  Way  !  Sir,  I  engage  to  kill  the  enemies  of 
my  country,  in  the  way  of  war, — I  never  draw  blood 
from  the  natives,  but  in  the  way  of  bufmefs. 
Fred.  Bufinefs  ! 

Olla.  Yes  ;  I'm  an  apothecary — Take  care  how 
you  meddle  with  a  man  of  my  repute.  Served  my 
time,  feven  years,  under  oldCataplafm,  of  Canter- 
bury;—took  out  my  freedom  in  that  ancient  city; 
— thump'd  the  mortar,  fix  months,  at  Maidftone;— 
now,  on  my  own  bottom,  in  trade,  at  Tunbridge. 
Cornet  Ollapod,  at  the  gilt  Galen's-head  ;  known 
to  all  the  nobility  round— Sharp  (hot  in  a  copfe— 
deep  dab  at  the  broad  fword  exercife — Charge  a 
furze-bufh,  wing  a  wood-cock,  or  bliftcr  a  lord, 
with  any  chap  in  the  county.  I  nfult  me,  as  an  officer, 
and  I'll  profecute  you — Touch  my  ears,  you  touch 
my  honour,  and,  dam'me,  I'll  clap  you  in  the  county 
jail,  for  a-flaulting  a  freeman.  [Exit. 

Fred.  That  fcarlet  apothecary  is  beneath  my  no- 
tice :  but  if  the  fellow  has  flurried  your  nerves,  Ma- 
dam, which  it  is  his  trade  to  tranquillize,  I'll  pound 
him  to  death,  in  his  own  mortar. 

..'7y.  Pray,  do  not  be  fo  violent: — It  terrifies 
me — On  your  own  account,  Sic,  it  terrifies  me. 
Fred.  On  my  own  account  ? 
Emily.  Yes.  It  would  grieve  me  to  fee  one,  who 
is  capable  of  fuch  kind  actions  towards  me,  hurried 
peril,  by  the  warmth  of  his  temper. 

Fnl* 
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Fred.  I  will  be  what  you  pleafe.  Tell  me  only 
whither  I  (hall  lead  you.  You  are  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood, I  conjecture.  May  I  afk  your  name  ? 

Emily.  Emily  Worthington,  Sir. 

Fred.  Worthington !  then  you  are  daughter  to 
the  fined  fpirited  man  I  ever  met  in  my  life. 

Emily.  Do  you  think  fo  ?  Do  you,  indeed  !  I  am 
very  glad  that  you  think  fo.  But  how  came  you 
acquainted  ? 

Fred,  Why,  I  — —  I  had  a  little  bufinefs  with 

h'm ;— but,  fomehow  or  other,  I  I  went 

without  my  credentials.  Shall  I  take  you  to  him  ? 
Will  you  truft  yourfelf  with  me  ? 

Emily.  Truft  myfelf !  Oh  yes !  My  dear  father 
fhall  thank  you.  I  will  thank  you  j  and  our  poor 
old  Corporal,  who  has  ferved  in  the  wars,  and  fol- 
low'd  us  through  America,  he  will  thank  you,  in 
tears  of  joy,  when  he  hears  of  this  refcue. 

Fred.  That  old  Corporal  loves  you  then  ? 

Emily.  Certainly  he  does.  He  nurfed  me  when 
my  poor  mother  died,  and  left  me  an  infant  in  Gib- 
raltar j  and  dearly  I  love  him,  too. 

Fred.  Now,  what  would  1  give  to  be  an  old  cor- 
poral !  (afide)  I  attend  you-»-Let  me  fee  you  home. 
Oh!  how  would  itdiminifhthe  number  of  fcoundrels 
in  the  world,  if  they  could  once  tafte  the  joy  of 
refcuing  a  lovely  female  from  perdition,  and  re- 
iloring  her  to  her  father !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. — Before  HARROWBY'J  boufe. 
Enter  WORTHINGTON,  from  the  boufe. 

Worth.  Emily  not  yet  return'd — I  cannot  reft  in 
this  fufpence — Every  inftant,  I  dread  the  arrival  of 
thefe  officers.,  to  drag  me  from  my  family,  from 
my  child  ! — Ha  !  two  ftrangers  lurking  yon- 
der !  Nay,  then,  I  know  their  errand — Where  is 
my  Emily?  Well,  well,  'tis  better,  in  fuch  a 
ftruggle,  if  the  child  witnefs  not  the  anguifh  of  the 
parent.  (Gees  up  the  ft  age.) 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  ROBERT  BRAMBLE  and  HUMPHREY 
DOBBINS. 

Sir  Rob.  So— here  we  are  at  lad— That  hill's  a 
breather.  I  am  lure  that  was  my  nephew  I  faw, 
hopping  over  the  plough'd  land,  yonder. 

Dob.  Not  a  morfel  like  him. 

Sir  Rob.  I  wonder  if  the  rogue  has  found  his  way 
here  yet.  Ha — There's  our  man, — leaning  againit 
the  (lump  of  the  tree,  there.  He  fcerns  loft  in 
thought — Go,  and  tap  him  on  the  (boulder, 
Humphrey. 

Dob.  (putting  bis  "hand  on  WORTH  ING  TON'S 
Jhoulder.}  You're  wanted. 

Worth,  (coming  forward.)   I  underftand  you. 

Sir  Rob.  Your  fervant,  Sir — Your  name  is 
Worrhington,  they  tell  me. 

Worth.  It  is,  friend. 

Sir  Rob.  I  have  a  little  bufinefs  with  you;  and  ic 
isn't  my  way  to  ule  ceremony. 

Worth.  I  expect  none,  from  a  perfon  of  your 
flam  p. 

Sir  Rob.  Stamp !  —  Humphrey,  isn't  that  odd  ? 

Dob.  Not  a  bit. — The  neighbours  tell  every 
body  what  a  rum  jockey  you  are. 

Sir  Rob.  Umph  !  you'll  excufe  me  for  talking 
before  old  Crabbed  here — He's  in  all  my  affairs — . 
The  puppy  has  grown  grey  with  me,  and  i  can'l 
well  do  without  him. 

Worth.  Your  follower,  I  fuppofe. 

Sir  Rob.  Yes,  he's  always  at  my  heels.  You 
have  ferved  his  M^jcfty,  I  hear,  and  done  your 
duty  nobly. 

Worth.  No  matter. — Do  your  duty,  and  'tis 
enough. 

Sir  Rob.  Yes,  he's  as  proud  as  Lucifer,  I  fee- 
but  there's  no  flattery  in  that,  (dfide.}  The  mo- 
tives that  brought  me  here,  will  prove,  I  t:uft,  that 
I  don't  always  negled  my  duty. 

Worth.  You  may  perform  it  now,  then— If  my 

life 
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life  depended  on  it,  friend,   I  could  not  give  you 
five  pounds,  at  this  moment. 

Sir  Rob  Give  me  five  pounds!  Who  the  devil 
wifhes  >ou  ?  I  want  to  know  how  I  can  do  you  a 
kindnefs. 

Worth.  I  thank,  you. — In  confideration,  then,  for 
a  gentleman,  and  in  reliance  on  his  honour  to  ac- 
knowledge the  obligation,  when  in  his  power,  I 
truft  you  will  place  me  in  an  apartment  in  your 
own  houfe. 

Sir  Rob.  An  apartment  in  my  own  houfe  ! 

Worth.  Yes — where  1  may  have  the  comfort  of 
privacy,  and  my  family  about  me. 

Sir  Rob.  Damn  me,  but  that  is  pretty  plump, 
for  a  man  who  would  fooner  fee  me  hang'd  than 
afk  me  a  favour !  (Afide.) 

Worth.  You  will  not,  I  think,  be  harfh  enough 
to  lodge  me  among  the  wretched  rabble,  who  are 
the  common  inmates  of  your  gloomy  walls. 

Sir  Rob.  My  gloomy  walls  !  an  infernal,  impu- 
dent old  fcoundrel !  Squeezes  himfelf,  and  all  his 
relations,  into  my  boufe,  and  calls  my  family  a 
wretched  rabble.  (Afide.)  Humphrey,  did  you 
ever  fee  fuch  brafs  ? 

Dob.  I  always  told  you,  except  myfelf,  you  kept 
but  a  queer  fet. 

Sir  Rob.    Zounds,   I'll No,    I'll    keep   my 

temper.     Pray,  Sir,  what  can  you  fuppofe  I  am  to 
make  of  you  ? 

Worth.  Make  of  me ! — Thefe  mercenary  harpies ! 
I  have  already  told  you,  friend,  you  can  make  no- 
thing of  me,  in  my  preferit  firuation — What  you 
think  you  may  make  of  me,  in  future,  as  a  man  of 
honour,  I  leave  to  your  own  feelings. 

Sir  Rob.  I  won't  confult  my  own  feelings  now, 
Sir; — 1  muft  proceed  upon  my  judgment. 

Worth.  I  know  you  are  proceeding  upon  a  Judg- 
ment. 

Sir  Rob.  And  that  judgment  is  curfedly  againft 
you,  at  this  moment,  let  me  tell  you, 

fftrtk* 
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Worth.   'Tis  my  misfortune. 
Sir  Rob.    If  you  think   that   a  misfortune,  you 
tttight  as  well  alter  your  conduft  with  me  a  little. 
1  don't  fee  the  drift  on't. 
Worth.  Drift! 

Sir  Rob.  Aye  j  where's  the  policy  ? 
Worth.  That  expired  but  a  few  hours  too  foon. 
Sir  Rob.  His  policy  expired  but  a  few  hours  too 
foon  !   Why,  the  man's  a  maniac  !    His  diftrefles 
have  deranged  him.     Were  you — hem — were  you 
ever  wounded  in  the  head  ? 

Worth.    Truce  with  interrogations,  friend.      I 
am  ready  to  accompany  you. 

Sir R»b.  You  are!   And,  pray,  where  are  we  to 
go? 

If'orfb.  I  told  you  I  fhould  give  your  own  houfc 
the  preference. 

Sir  Rob.  Curfe  me  if  you  ever  (hall  fet  your  foot 
over  my  threshold  ! 

Worth.  Lead  me  where  you  plcafe,  then.     You 
profer'd   kindnefs,  and  I  was  weak  enough  to  ex- 
pect it.     But  I  might  have  known  that  one  of  your 
caft  is  deaf  to  the  petition  of  diftrefs. 
Sir  Rob.  The  devil  1  am ! 
Worth.  Familiar  with  fcenes  of  want,  habit  har- 
dens your  heart,  till  the  very  face  becomes  an  index 
of  the  mind  ;  and  callous,   inhiniK'r.ity   \\ 
every  lineament  of  the  hard -featured  bailiff. 

Sir  Rob.  Blood  and  thunder!    Bailiff!    Hum- 
phrey, do  I  look  a  bit  like  a  bailiff? 
Dob.    I    don't   know    but   you   do. 

Hob.  Sir — I— pzrdon  your  mi  flake,  and  I 
like  your  fpirit — There  no 'ft  ittery  in  it.  But  I'm 
in  a  paflion  for  all  that.  Many  a  modern 
Jacky  looks  like  a  prize-fighter;  but  its  rather 
hard  to  take  a  baronet  of  the  old  ichool  .'or  a  bum- 
bail  iff. 

Worth.  My  daughter! 

Sir  Rob.  And  my  fky-rocket  ora  nc;  hew! 
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Enter  FREDERICK,  and  EMILY. 

Fred.  Ha  !  you  are  here  at  laft,  I  perceive,  uncle* 

Worth.  Uncle!  Is  this  Sir  Robert  Bramble, 
then  ?  the  generous  relation,  of  whom  you  told 
me? 

Sir  Rob.  Generous!  Pflia  !  But  I  am  his  uncle; 
—though  the  puppy's  fmart  enough,  he  is  nephew 
to  the  hard-featured  fellow,  whofe  face  is  an  index 
of  his  mind. 

Emily.  Oh,  Sir,  if  you  are  his  relation,  talk  to 
him,  I  intreat  you— argue  with  him 

Sir  Rob.  Argue  with  him!  that  I  will,  with  all 
$ny  heart  and  foul !  On  what  fubje6r.  ? 

Emily.  On  his  rafh  intention,  Sir,  to  meet  the 
ruffian  from  whom  he  has  juft  refcued  me. 

Worth.  Refcued  you,  Emily  !  What  does  this 
mean  ? 

Fred.  Oh— a  mere  trifle — nothing — A  gentle- 
man, in  the  fields,  here,  happen'd  to  be  fo  very 
civil  to  Mifs  Worthington,  that  I  took  it  for  rude- 
nefs — fo,  I  happen'd  to  be  fo  rude  to  him,  that  he 
cou'd'nt  take  it  for  civility,  that's  all. 

Worth.  Rudenefs  to  my  child  !  Who  has  dared 
to — But,  come  in,  Emily — Your  pardon,  Sir, 
(70  Sir  Robert.)  You  have  found  nothing  but 
confufion  here,  and  I  mud  retire  with  my  daugh- 
ter, for  an  explanation.  Come,  Emily. 

Emily.  Let  us  thank  this  gentleman,  before  we 
go,  Sir. 

Fred.  Upon  my  foul,  I  deferve  no  thanks,  Sir. 
If  I  deferve  any  thing,  Mifs  Worthington's  good 
opinion  more  than  repays  me. 

Worth.  To  you,  Sir  Robert,  I  owe  fome  apolo- 
gies, for 

Sir  Rob.  I  hate  apologies,  Sir — they  look  like 

flattery 'Twasa  miftake Will  you,  and  your 

family,  dine  wirh  me  to-day  ? 

Worth.  If  pofiible,  we  will  attend  you  j  but  my 

time,   now,  depends  upon  contingencies.     Come, 

•»••     -i 

Emily. 

Emily 


THE  POOR  GENTLEMAN*  65 

Emily  (to  Fred.)   Farewell,  Sir ! — And,  pray, 
pray  be  cautious. 

\_kxeunt  WORTHINGTON  and  EMILY. 

Sir  Rob.  Frederick, — who  is  the  fellow  you  have 
been  quarrelling  with  ? 

Fred.  He  calls  himfclf  Sir  Charles  Cropland. 

Sir  Rob.  I  know  him. — He's  a  puppy — mud 
you  fight  him  ? 

Fred.  So  he  tells  me* 

Sir  Rob.  I'll  be  your  fecond. 

Fred.  You! 

Sir  Rob.  Yes —  ;  fighting's  a  fort  of  fliarp  argu- 
ment.; and,  as  we  defend  the  caufe  of  infulted  inno- 
cence, it's  damn'd  hard  if  we  haven't  the  beft  on't. 
But  hark  ye,  you  dog — don't  fall  in  love  with  the 
girl. 

Fred.  I  have — 

Sir  Rob.  You  hav'n'tl 

Fred.  Over  head  and  ears. 

Sir  Rob.  Why,  you  blockhead,  (he's  a  beggar. 

Fred.  So  am  1 — We  (hall  make  a  very  pretty 
couple. 

Sir  Rob.  And,  if  you  married,  how  would  you 
fupport  her  ? 

Fred.  Perhaps,  you  wou'd  fupport  us. 

Sir  Rob.  You  fhaVt  have  a  (hilling,  till  my 
death. 

Fred.  Then  I  hope  we  fhall  have  the  pleafure  of 
ftarving  together,  a  great  while,  Sir. 

Sir  Rob.  Run  back,  and  ord.r  a  dinner  for  a 
party.  Tell  old  Buncles,  the  butler,  to  lug  out 
f&me  claret. 

Fred.  Then,  after  dinner,  I'll  drink  Emily 
Worthington  in  a  pint  bumper.  \Exit. 

Sir  Rob.  Humphrey,  you  haven't  attended,  now, 
to  a  word  of  what  was  pafiing. 

Dob.  Every  fyllable  on't. 

Sir  Rob.  You'll  laugh  to  fee  me  out  in  a  duel, 
I  fuppofe. 

Dob.  No,  I  fha'n't— I'd  fooner  be  fhocat  myfelf. 
£  Sir  Rob. 
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Sir  Rob.  Umph  !  If  my  nephew  marries  this 
girl,  I've  a  great  mind  to  cut  him  off  with  a  (hil- 
ling. 

Dob.  No  you  won't. 

Sir  Rob.  Why,  you  know  he's  as  poor  as  a  rat. 

Dob.  The  rat'syour  relation — Itwou'd  be  plaguy 
hard  to  ftarve  him,  when  you  feed  all  the  reft  of 
the  rats,  in  the  parifli. 

Sir  Rob.  Come  along,  Humphrey— And  if  ever 
you  ftarve,  rank  bacon,  and  mouldy  pye-cruft,  be 
my  portion !  [Exeunt. 


END  OF    ACT    FOURTH. 
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ACT    V. 


SCENE  \.—AWood>  and  a  Path  ff'ay. 

Enter  OLLAPOD. 

AN  aukward  errand  I'm  on,  to  Sir  Robert 
Bramble's.  Not  quite  correct  to  carry  a 
challenge  into  a  family  I've  phyfick'd.  But  honour, 
in  this  cafe,  before  medicine  :  a  leaf  of  laurel's  worth 
twenty  drops  of  laudanum.  Mars  is  firft  cuftomer, 
and  damn  JEfculapius!  Ha!  here  comes  the  enemy, 
up  hill,  from  the  houfe  !  The  game  meets  me  half 
way,  as  Death  does  the  doctor.  CftePs  afidc>) 

Enter  FREDERICK. 

Fred.  "  A  pointed  pain  pierced  deep  my  heart." 
"  A  fwift  cold  trembling  feized  on  every  part." 

Olla.  That's  an  ague. 

Fred.  «'  But  quickly  to  my  coft  I  found," 

"  'Twas  love,  not  death,  had  made  the  wound." 

Olla.  Damn  that  difeafe  1  it's  cured  without  an 
apothecary. 

Fred.  I've  order'd  dinner  for  my  old  uncle;  and 
now,  can't  I,  for  my  life,  help  loitering  about  the 
farm-houfr.  What  mind  fhe  has  in  every  look  !  I 
would  rather  be  a  whale,  and  flounce  about  the  Ual- 
tick,  than  fall  in  love  with  a  fine  proporiion'd  face 
of  beautiful  infipidity— 'Tis  a  lamp  without  oil — 
Heaven  in  a  fog — Give  me  thofc  dear  bewitching 
features,  where  fwcet  expreflion  always  fpcaks,  and 
fometimes  fparkles.  Give  me  a  dimpled  beauty 
that Zouns  !  here's  that  damn'd  ugly  apo- 
thecary !  Pray,  Sir,  do  you  know  what  are  lomc 
men's  antipathies  ? 

B  2  Olla. 
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Qlla.  Yes;  cats,  rats,  old  maids,  double-tripe, 
fpidcrs,  chefliire  cheefe,  and  cork-cutters. 

Fred.  Now,  my  antipathy,  Sir,  is  a  pert  apothe- 
cary. How  dare  you  look  me  again  in  the  face, 
without  trembling  ? 

Olla.  Trembling  !  at  what  ? 

Fred.  Death ! 

Olla.  Pooh  !  I've  made  it  my  bufinefs  to  look 
Death  in  the  face  for  fifteen  years,  and  don't  tremble 
at  it  at  all. 

Fred.  Why  do  you  prefume,  Sir,  to  come  acrofs 
me  here  ? 

Olla.   Here  1  this  is  the  King's  highway — trod  • 
on  as  common  as  camomile — crowded  with  all  co- 
mers, like  the  Red  Cow  on  a  field  day.  Befides,  I've 
bufinefs  at  Blackberry  Hall. 

Fred.  At  my  uncle's  ? 

Olla.  Yes ;  I've  fomething  in  my  pocket  to  deli- 
ver there.  You  may  guefs  what  it  is. 

Fred.  Lip-falve  for  the  maid,  perhaps ;  or  rofe- 
water,  to  put  into  puddings. 

Olla.  Damn  lips,  and  puddings  I  I've  a  letter  for 
you. 

Fred.  You  have ! 

Olla.  Yes ;  to  be  taken  dire&ly.  (gives  it.)  Eh  ? 
isn't  that  Sir  Robert  Bramble? 

Enter  Sir  ROBERT  BRAMBLE. 

Sir  Rob.  I've  fprained  my  back,  trying  to  frifk 
over  that  infernal  farmer's  hog-trough.  If  Humph- 
rey hadn'c  argued  I  was  too  (tiff  in  the  joints  to 
jump,  I'd  have  feen  the  dog  at  the  devil  before  I 
attempted  it.  Ha — Mr.  Ollapod — Your  fervant 
— Your  fervant — Tell  me  what  brings  you  this 
way? 

Olla.  I'll  fee  you  in  a  fever  firft.  (ffjide.)  Dry 
weather  for  walking,  Sir  Robert — but  no  news.—* 
Young  partridges  look'd  for  every  day — fo  are  fix 
Hamburgh  mails — Glad  to  find  our  gout  is  gone, 
Sir  Robert— Happy  to  meet  you  again  on  a  good 
footing.  Do  you  take,  good  Sir  ?  do  you  take  ? 

£  Sir  Rub. 
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Sir  Rob.  I  take  your  jokes,  as  I  do  your  bottles* 
of  phyfick,  Matter  Oliapod. 

Olla.  How  is  that,  Sir  Robert  ? 

Sir  Rob.   I  never  take  them  at  all. 

Olla.  Come,  that's  very  well,  very  well,  indeed  ! 
Thank  you,  good  Sir,  I  owe  you  one. 

Sir  Rob.  (feeing  Frederick  )  Frederick !  what 
are  you  doing  here  ? 

Fred.   Reading  a  challenge,  uncle. 

Sir  Rob.  So! — 'tis  come  then. — Who  brought  it? 

Fred.  Peftle  and  mortar  there.  Read,  uncle, 
read  ! 

Sir  Rob.   (reading.) 
"  Sir, 

"  Mr.  Oliapod,  of  the  Volunteer  Corps,  will  deli- 
•"  ver  this  to  you.  You  will  find  me,  half  an  hour 
"  hence,  at  the  plantation  on  the  heath,  waiting  to 
"  receive  the  fatisfaclion  due  to 

"  Your  humble  fervant, 

"  CHARLES  CROPLAND." 

Plain  as  a  demonftration  in  Euclid.— '(turns  to 
OLLAPOD.^  But  how  dare  you,  who  have  bled  my 
coachman,  till  he  can't  drive,  and  julep'd  my  cook, 
till  fhe  faints  at  a  fire,  adminilter  a  challenge  to  my 
nephew  ? 

Olla.  Honour  is  rigid,  Sir  Robert,  and  mutt,  be 
minded  as  ftriftly  as  a  milk  diet. 

Sir  Rob.  You  come  here,  in  fhort,  as  Sir  Charles 
Cropland's  friend  ? 

Olla.  I  do.  Gallipots  mud  give  way  to  gallant 
feelings, — and  Galen  is  gaggVi  by  Bellona.  Sorry 
to  offend  the  Bramble  Family.  Shall  bring  line, 
probe,  and  ftyptick,  along  with  the  pirtols.  Though 
ferving  as  fecond,  on  one  fide,  (hall  be  proud  to 
extract  a  ball  for  either  party,  on  as  reafonablc 
terms  as  any  in  the  profefiion.  [Exif. 

Fred   I  have  been  thinking,  uncle,  and you 

fha'n't  accompany  me  in  this  bufmefs. 

Sir  Rob.  I  fha'n't !  You  puppy,  hav'n't  1  a 
right  to  fmell  powder,  if  I  plcaic  ? 

E  3  r.- 
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Fred.  'Tis  an  awkward  bufinefs,  altogether,— 
perhaps  a  foolilli  one.  I  am  a  ufelefs  fellow,  floaN 
ing  through  the  world  like  a  mere  feather.  If  I 
am  blown  out  of  fight,  'tis  no  matter.  You  are 
of  too  much  value,  uncle,  to  be  made  the  fport  of 
every  idle  gale. 

Sir  Rob.  Now,  what,  in  the  devil's  name,  is  the 
value  of  a  man,  if  he  don't  ftand  by  his  friend,  when 
he  wants  him  ? 

Fred.  And,  what,  in  the  devil's  name,  uncle,  is 
the  value  of  his  friend,  if  he  only  drags  him  into  a 
fcrape  ? 

Sir  Rob,   A  fcrape  ! 

Fred.  Yes—.  They  tell  me  the  law  of  this 
country  is  apt  to  call  killing  a  man,  in  a  duel, 
murder  j  and  to  look  on  all  accefiaries  as  princi- 
pals. Now,  uncle,  as  1  am  going  on  an  expedition 
which  may  end  in  hanging,  I  don't  think  it  quite 
confiderate  to  inveigle  an  honeft  friend  to  be  of  the 
party. 

Sir  Rob.  \  never  heard  the  argument  put  in  that 
way  before.  There  a/e  few,  I  fancy,  of  your 
opinion. 

Fred.  Oh  a  great  many.  There  are  men  enough 
to  be  found,  who  would  give  in  the  fame  opinion, 
by  Twelve  at  a  time.  But  fhou'd  I  fall,  in  my  en- 
counter, with  this  booby  of  a  baronet — < 

Sir  Rob.   Fall! 

Fred.  Why,  'twould  be  bold  to  argue,  uncle,  if 
a  bullet  hits  in  a  mortal  place,  that  it  won't  kill — 
and,  in  cafe  of  the  worft,  1  have  a  requeft  to  make — • 
Sir  Rob.  (unea/y)    Well? 

Fred.  If  1  fall,  then,  uncle,  you--— You  know 
I  have  a  father. 

Sir  Rot.  (agitated}    Well! 
Fred.  He  is  your  brother,   my  dear  uncle  !    An 
affedionate  brother.     Your  tempers  may  not  affi- 
milate,  but  he  loves  you— He  is  poor  (takes  him 
by  tbe  band.)  —  \{  I  fall,  remember  him. 

Sir  Rob.  (throws  bimfelf  on  FREDERICK.'^  neck) 

My 
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My  dear,  dear  Frederick  !  your  deach  wouU  break 
my  heart  —  I  have  been  reafoning  all  my  life,  and 
find  that  all  argument  will  vanifh  before  one  touch 
of  nature. 

Fred.  \  fancy  you  will  often  find  it  fo,  my  dear 
uncle. 

Sir  Rob.  And  nature  tells  me,  if  you  argue  for 
ages,  you  fha'n't  prevent  the  old  man's  going  with 
you.  Come,  we  muft  go  home  to  prepare  —  You 
mud  have  my  piftols,  and'  upon  my  foul,  Fre- 
derick, I  love  my  brother  Job—  We'll  have  him 
over,  and  -  zounds  !  this  will  all  end  in  fmoke 
•  and  then  I'll  write  to  Ruffia  —  We'll  have  a 
family  party,  and  be  jolly,  and  -  Come,  my  dear 
lad,  come  !  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II.  —  The  parlour  in  HARROWBY'J 

Enter  WORTH  INGTON. 

Worth.  This  young  man  may  rafhly  plunge  into 
a  quarrel  on  Emily's  account.  'Tis  my  duty  to 
chaftife  the  infulter  of  my  child.  At  Sir  Robert 
Bramble's  I  might  karn  more,  and  -  but,  in 
what  a  ilate  of  mind  fhould  I  attend  him  ! 
Enter  Corporal  Foss. 

So,  Corporal  !  have  you  obferved  any  people 
about  the  houfe  ? 

Fcfs.  No  enemies,  your  honour  j  unlefs  they  are 
in  ambufcade. 

Worth.  I  am  (Irongly  inclined  to  go  to  Sir  Ro- 
bert's to-day. 

Fo/s.  I  hope  your  honour  will.  They  fay  he  is 
fuch  a  good-hearted  old  gentleman—  Ten  to  one 
but  he  gives  your  honour  a  helping  hand. 

Worth.  Then  he'll  think  I  come  to  folicit  aflift- 
ance  !  I  will  not  go.  (Half  aftde.) 

Fofs.   Won't  you,  your  honour  ? 

Worth.  I  wifh  to  fte  my  daughter  again,  Cor- 
poral. 

Fofs.  I  had  almoft  made  fure  of  your  honour's 
going  —  1  have  laid  out  the  red  roquelaure  j  and,  in 

£4  cafe 
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cafe  of  a  dark  night,  Stephen's  now  in  the  ftable, 
dufting  out  the  lantern,  for  me,  to  march  home  be- 
fore your  honour. 

Worth.  Well,  well, — fend  Emily  to  me 
Fofs.  Heigho !    Oh,    here    comes    my    young 
lady! 

Enter  EMILY. 

(dfide  to  EMILY.)  Make  him  go  to  Sir  Ro- 
bert's, Mifs  Emily — Blefs  you,  do! — Mollify  his 
honour  a  bit. — You  don't  know  half  the  good  may 
come  on't — Do  now !  [Exit  Foss. 

Worth.  What  faid  the  Corporal,  Emily  ? 

Emily.  He  bid  me  prefs  our  going  to  Sir  Ro- 
bert Bramble's  to-day. 

Worth.  Should  you  wifli  me,  Emily,  to  place 
myfelf  in  a  fituation  where  I  might  be  fufpccted  of 
imploring  fupport  ? 

Emily.  Heaven  forbid  !  But  the  gentleman,  who 
protected  me,  has  been  fo  good,— ^fo  very  good,— - 

Worth.  That  what,  Emily  ? 

Emily.  I fljould  like  to  thank  him — that's 

all, 

Worth.  Have  we  not  both  thanked  him,  al- 
ready ? 

Emily.  Yes — but — not  enough,  perhaps. 

Worth.  If  more  be  necefiary,  I  may  exprefs  our 
further  fenfe  of  his  goodnefs  by  letter. 

Emily.  The  fervice  he  did  me  was  not  by 
letter,  you  know,  my  dear  father. 

Worth.    You    feem   ftrangely   interefted    here, 
.  Emily ! 

Emily.  Shouldn't  I   be  fo  !  I  hope  I  ought :  for 

indeed,  indeed 1- 1  am  very  uneafy.  (unable 

tojupprefs  her  tears.'] 

Worth.     My  child  !• uneafy  ! compofe 

yourftlf,  Emily, — Open  your  heart  to  mej  to  your 
father;  your  friend,  Emily  ! 

Jndeed>  I  never  wifa  to  hide  my  thoughts 

from. 
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from  you.    They  often  meet  your  ear,  fo  wild,  and 
fo  unform'd,  that  they  refemble  dreams. 

Worth.  Alas,  my  child  !  the  thoughts  of  young 
minds  too  frequently  refemble  dreams  ; — dawning 
dreams  of  happinefs,  my  Emily,  which  vanifh  as  • 
our  day  opens.  Should  you  love  this  young  man, 
Emily,  it  is  a  dream  from  which  no  reproof  of 
mine  fhall  ftartle  you  ;  but  the  gentlenefs  of  a  father 
fhall  awaken  you. 

Emily.  Love  him  !  Oh,  no : — but,  he  preferved 
me  from  danger,  and,  on  that  account,  I  dread  he 
may  incur  it  himfelf. 

Worth.  You  know  not,  yet,  what  your  heart  is, 
Emily. 

Emily.  Yes,  indeed,  I  do.— I  fhould  be  grieved 
if  1  did  not  know  it  dearly  loved  you. 

Worth.  And  you  have  no  fuch  fentiments  to- 
wards this  young  man,  Emily  ? 

Emily.  No,  upon  my  word.  The  fentiments  I 
feel  for  him  are  as  different  as  light  and  darknefs. 

Worth.  My  deareft  Emily,  till  you  know  the 
world's  path  better,  be  cautious  how  you  tread. 
Lovely  bloflbms  open  ere  the  fruit  is  form'd,  and 
the  heart  expands,  before  the  judgment  ripens.  I 

may  foon  be  fnatch'd  from  you,  Emily 

Emily.  My  father  ! 

Worth.  Difappointmenr,  too,  may  prefs  on  the 
heel  of  Age,  and  haften  his  itep  with  rne  to  the 
grave. 

Emily.  My  deareft  father ! 
Worth.  Take,  then,  my  fondeft  counfel  while  I 
live — my  bed  legacy,  alas!  fhould  I  be  hurried 
from  you.  Aft  not  too  fuddenly  on  ideas.  Doubt 
that  paflion  may  miflcad  you,  till  reflection  juftifies 
your  impulfe.  Wed  not  for  wealth,  Emily,  with- 
out love  ;  'tis  gaudy  flavery  •, — nor  for  love  without 
competence  -,  'tis  twofold  miicry.  Go  no:  againft 
the  current  of  your  ftation  nor  defcrts — .  Glide 
gently  down  the  ftream,  with  neither  too  full  a  fail, 
nor  too  (lighc  a  freightage,  and  may  your  voyage, 

my 
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mv  child,  be  happier  —  much  happier  than  your  fa- 
ther's ! 

Enter  Foss. 

Fojs.  Madam  MacTab  wants  to  know  if  you  all 
dine  at  Sir  Robert's,  your  honour. 

Worth.  Why  does  fhe  inquire,  corporal  ? 

Fofs.  It's  about  putting  on  fomeof  her  trinkums, 
and  furbelows,  I  fancy,  your  honour.  She  came  in, 
a  while  ago,  as  muddy  as  our  little  pigeon-toed 
drummer,  after  a  long  march. 

Worth.    I  have  thouht  on't—  Tell  her  we  (hall 


Fofs.  No!  Will  you?  Huzza!  I  ha'n't  been 
better  pleafed  fince  they  made  me  a  Corporal. 

[Exit. 

Emily.  You  will  go,  then  ? 

Worth.  Some  explanation  is  neceffary  there,  and 
I  will  make  up  my  mind  to  bury  other  feelings.  I 
might  hefitate,  perhaps,  in  taking  you  with  me,  but 
you  have  heard  my  counfel,  and  I  know  rny  child. 
Lucretia  will  go  with  us  —  We  muft,  afterwards, 
take  our  leave  of  her  entirely. 

Emily.  Indeed  ! 

Worth.  Her  conduct,  of  which  you  have  in- 
form'd  me,  with  Sir  Charles  Cropland,  has  decided 
me  j  and  (he  will  only  quit  a  tottering  afylurru  I 
have  to  tell  you  our  friend  Burford  is  dead,  Emily. 

Emily.  W  hat  !  the  friend  that 

Worth.  Yes,  Emily  —  A  worthy,  an  honourable 
man  —  but  from  the  fuddennefsof  his  death—  —'tis 
fit  I  prepare  you  for  the  (hock  —  he  has  left  me  in 
involvements,  which,  in  a  few  hours,  may  inclole 
me  in  a  prifon. 

Emily.  A  prifon  !  —  You!  —  You  will  take  me 
with  you—  Won't  you  take  me  with  you  ? 

Worth.  Like  the  eagle  on  the  rock,  Emily,  I 
muft  fhelter  my  neftling  where  Providence  ordains. 

Emily.  Well,  then,  do  not  make  yourfelf  un- 
happy, my  dear  father  !  We  fhall  not  be  very  mi- 
ferable,  if  we  are  not  afunder.  —  I  will  fit  by  you— 

talk 
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talk  to  you— liften  to  you — and,  fhould  a  tear  fteal 
upon  your  check,  I  can  kifs  it  off,  and—  (fobs  in- 
voluntarily.) I  am  not  Ihock'd  for  myfcif — pray, 
forgive  me! 

Worth.  My  beloved,  my  amiable  child  ! 

Enter  Mifs  LUCRETIA  MACTAB 
Luc.  If  we  live  here  for  a  twelvemonth,  I'll  never 
fpeak  to  that  beaftly  quack,  who  left  me  in  a  ditch, 
again. 

Worth.  We  (hall  not  live  here  for  a  twelvemonth, 
Madam  \  and  after  what  has  pafs'd,  you  will  feel  as 
little  furprife,  as  I  mean  offence,  when  I  propofe  to 
you  to  relinquilh  the  fortunes  of  a  man,  whofe  fitu- 
ation,  in  all  places,  muft  be  fo  irkfome  to  you. 

Luc.  I  •  1  undcrlland— You  are  weak  enough, 
then,  Mr.  Worthingron,  to  wifh  me  to  withdraw  my 
countenance  from  the  family. 

Worth  Since  the  ftrcngth  of  your  zeal  for  my 
family,  Madam,  has  fo  far  outrun  my  weak  notions 
of  its  happinefs,  1  confefs  1  do  wifh  you  to  with- 
draw it ! 

Luc.  'Tis  very  well,  Sir! 

Worth.  When  you  are  ready,  Madim,  to  go  to 
Sir  Robert  Bramble's,  you  will  find  Emily,  and 
me,  in  the  garden,  prepared  to  attend  you.  Come, 
my  love  !  [Exeunt  EMILY  and  WOR  THINGTON. 
Luc.  Then  the  Honourable  Mils  Lucreiia  Mac- 
Tab  is  cut,  at  lad,  by  a  half-pay  Lieutenant,  in  a 
marching  regiment. 

Enter  Foss. 

Fofs.  Is  your  ladyfhip's  honour  ready  to  go  ? 

Luc.  G(: !  are  you  lent  to  drum  me  out,  fellow, 
as  you  would  a  delercer  ? 

Fofs.  \  don't  come  to  drum  your  ladvfhip's  ho- 
nour ; — I  want  to  know  if  you'll  go  to  Sir  Robert's. 

Luc.  Go,  to- morrow,  by  break  of  day,  to  the 
poft-houfe.  Afk  if  there's  a  return  chaife  there,  for 
London. 

Fofs. 
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Fofs.  What  am  I  to  do  then,  an'  it  pleafe  you  ? 

Luc.  Secure  a  feat  in  it,  for  the  Honourable  Mifs 
Lucretia  MacTab. 

Fofs.  Is  your  hdylhip's  honour  bundling  off, 
then  ? 

Luc.  Bundling,  you  brute  !   obey  my  orders. 

Fofs.  That  I  will,  with  all  my  heart  and  foul,  an* 
. pleafe  your  honour ! 

Luc.  I'll  withdraw  myfelf  from  this  wretched  fa- 
mily— I'll  go  down  to  Scotland,  and  patronife  my 
lixteenth  coufm,  the  tobacconifl  of  Glafgow.  [Exit. 

Enter  STEPHEN. 

Stephen.  Here  be  the  lantern,  Matter  Corporal. 
I  have  made  him  fhine  like  our  barn  door.  If  you 
do  like  a  duck,  now,  for  your  fupper,  I  ha'  fliot 
one  of  ourn  for  you,  wi*  father's  blunderbufs. 

Fofs.  How  came  you  to  do  that,  my  honeft  lad  I 

Stephen.  Why,  (he  ware  a  marching  before  a 
whole  brood  of  young  ones  —  and  look'd,  for  all  the 
world,  like  a  captain  at  the  head  of  his  attachment. 
We  have  no  herbs  to  fluff  her,  for  I  ha'  cut  up  all 
our  kitchen  garden,  to  look  like  a  mortification.' 

Fofs.  Well,  well— ^Imuft  attend  his  honour — But 
keep  a  fharp  look  out,  my  good  lad  ! — You  know 
what  1  told  you. 

Stephen.  What,  about  the  bum- baileys  ?  rot  um  ! 
I'll  blow  'em  up  wi'  gunpowder. 

Fofs.  Keep  a  good  watch,   that's  all. 

Stephen.  Dang  me,  if  a  foldier's  hurt  on  our  pre- 
miles.  I've  unmuzzled  Towzer  and  Cabbage  j 
they'll  bite  all  as  come,  good  or  bad.  Come  you 
along,  Mr.  Corporal.  "  For  a  foldierj  a  foldier's 
<f  the  lad  for  me  !"  (Jihging)  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  the  loft. 

Enter  Sir  CHARLES  CROPLAND  ^^OLLAPOD, 
Sir  Cha.  We  are  on  the  ground  firft. 
Olla.  Perhaps  the  enemy's  fubjeft  to  a  common 
complaint. 

Sir 
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Sir  Cba.  What's  that  ? 

Olla.  Troubled  with  a  palpitation  of  heart,  and 
can't  come. 

Sir  Cba.  He  doesn't  feem  of  that  fort.  What 
are  the  odds  now,  that  he  doesn't  wing  me  ?  Thefe 
greenhorns  generally  hit  every  thing  but  the  man 
they  aim  at. 

Olla.  Do  they  !  zounds !  then  the  odds  are  that 
he'll  wing  me — I'll  be  principal,  if  you  pleafe  ;  — 
for,  to  fay  the  truth,  I  never  fcrved  my  time  to  the 
trade  of  a  fecond. 

Sir  Cha.  Pfha !  you  mud  meafure  the  diftance, 
when  he  comes,  Ollapod. 

Olla.  What's  the  ufual  diftance,  Sir  Charles  ? 

Sir  Cba.   Eight  paces. 

Olla.  Blcfs  me  !  men  might  as  well  fight  acrofs 
a  counter.  Does  the  fecond  always  meafure  the 
ground  ? 

Sir  Cba.   'Tis  the  cuftom. 

Olla.  Then  you  had  better  have  chofen  one  a 
little  longer  in  the  legs.  If  I  was  to  fight,  I'd  come 
out  with  a  Coloflus. 

Sir  Cba.    I  fee  him  coming  to  the  flyle. 

Olla.  There !  he  has  jumped  over.  Curfe 
him  !  he's  as  nimble  as  quickfilver — And  there's 
old  Sir  Robert,  waddling  behind  him,  like  a  badger. 

Sir  Cba.  They  are  here. 

Enter  Sir  ROBERT  BRAMBLE  and  FREDERICK. 

Sir  Rob*  Gently,  Frederick  !  I  tell  you  I'm  out 
of  breath. 

Fred.  We  (hall  be  too  late,  and Oh! 

here's  my  man.  I  hope  we  hav'n't  kept  you  wait- 
ing, Sir.  They  fay,  in  England,  when  people  arc 
to  (hoot  at  one  another,  ic's  the  only  er.gagemenc 
in  which  it's  the  fafhion  to  be  punftua). 

Sir  Cba.  You  are  pretty  exa*ft,  Sir. 

Fred.  Let  us  lofe  no  time,  if  yuu  pleafcr,  then;-— 
for  dinner  will  be  fpoil'd. 

Sir  Cba.  Perhaps,  Sir,  pne  of  us  may  never  go 


to  dinner  again. 


Fred. 
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Fred.  No  ;  but  my  uncle  will  —  and  'twould  be 
a  pity  he  fhould  have  his  meat  over  roafted. 

Sir  Cha.  Mr.  Ollapod,  be  fo  good  as  to  walk 
over  the  ground. 

Olla.  Left  foot  foremoft,  as  they  do  in  the  In- 
fantry ? 

Sir  Rob.  Hold,  Sir  Charles  !  Perhaps  this  mat- 
ter may  be  brought  to  an  accommodation. 

SirCba.  I  don't  well  fee  how,  Sir  Robert. 

Sir  Rob.  If  you  are  alive  to  fair  argument,  I 
think  1  (hall  convince  you  you  have  been  curfedly 
in  the  wrong. 

Sir  Cba,  I  didn't  come  here  to  argue,  Sir. 

Sir  Rob.  Didn't  you  !  Frederick,  you  muft 
fhoot  him.  A  man  that  won't  liften  to  argument 
deferves  to  be  blown  to  the  devil. 

Olla.  (finijhing  his  meafurement)  Five,  fix, 
feven,  eight. 

Fred.   We'll  take  our  ground  if  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Sir  Cha.  Give  me  that,  Ollapod  ;  and  fuccefs  to 
hair-triggers  !  (Takes  a  piftolfrom  OLLAPOD.) 

Sir  Rob.  Here  is  your  piftol,  my  dear  lad.  — 
Zounds  !  my  heart  is  as  heavy  as  a  bullet  !  Hap- 
pen what  will,  I  fhall  never  forget  poor  Job  j  and 
as  for  you,  Frederick  —  Come,  damn  it,  we  muftn't 
blubber,  now.  (They  fake  their  ground  y  and  frf- 


Olla.  Stop  —  here's  fomebody  coming  —  Medical 
man  never  witnefs'd  a  finer 


Enter  WORTHINGTON. 

Worth.  My  friend  !  Sir  Robert  Bramble,  too  I 
piftols  ! 

Fred.  Stand  out  of  the  way,  my  dear  Sir  ! 
"Whoever  is  on  his  legs,  after  the  firft  fire,  will  have 
the  pleafure  of  fpeaking  to  you. 

Worth.  Stay,  gentlemen  !  This  bufinefs,  I  be- 
lieve, requires  my  interference. 

SirLha.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  may  make  your 
interference  fo  necefiary  ? 

4  Worth. 
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IVortb.  I  conceive  you  to  be  Sir  Charles  Crop- 
land;— which  argues 

Sir  Rob.  Don't  wafte  your  arguments :  they'll 
be  all  thrown  away  upon  him. 

SirCba.  I  am  Sir  Charles  Cropland,  Sirj  and, 
prav,  who  are  you  ? 

Wortb.  I  will  tell  you,  Sir. — 1  am  a  man,  into 
whofe  family  a  ferpent  has  bafely  crept,  to  corrupt 
my  child  ;  but  her  mind  is  fraught  with  too  much 
(en fr,  and  virtue,  to  fall  beneath  his  wiles ;  and, 
ruffian-like,  he  has  attempted  force  to  complete 
his  purpofes.  I  am  an  officer,  Sir,  in  his  Majefty's 
army — quick,  to  refent  a  private  injury,  as  I  have 
been  ready  to  face  my  country's  foes.  I  am  one, 
Sir,  who  am  as  gratified  to  meet  you,  that  I  may 
chaftife  you,  as  you  merit, — as  you  have  ever  been 
induftrious  to  fkulk  from  me,  confcious  of  the  pu- 
nifhment  you  have  deferved.  I  need  not  tell  you 
my  name  is  Worthington. 

Sir  Rob.  Dam'me,  but  that  is  better  than  argu- 
ment •,  and  as  unlike  Battery  as  any  thing  I  ever 
heard  in  my  life  ! 

Fred,  (to  Sir  CHARLES)  Now,  pray,  Sir,  are 
you  and  I  to  go  home  to  our  dinners,  or  are  we  to 
(wallow  a  forced-meat  ball  in  the  fields  ? 

Sir  Cba.  We  had  better  fufpend  the  bufinefs, 
Sir — There  are  ladies  conning. 

Enter  LUCRKT:A  and  EM)LV. 

Luc.  Your  father  has  trotted  on,  child,  as  if  he 
was  on  a  forced  march.  Blefs  me  !  (lookin*  round) 
who  have  we  here  ? 

Emily.  My  father — with  Sir  Robert,  and 

ha  !   Sir  Charles  Cropland  there  ! 

Luc    And  ihat  brute  who  left  me  in  the  mire. 

(J//a.  Tnat's  me. 

Wortb.  You  and  t,  Sir  Charles,  muft  find  an- 
other momen:  for  explanation. 

Sir  Cba.  The  immediate  moment  may  be  the 
beft,  Mr.  Worthington.  I  believe  I  may  have 
been  fo  fafliionablc  in  my  ideas,  that  they  may  have 

led 
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led  me  wrong;  and  I  don't  think  it  a  very  bad  ftyle, 
though  it  mayn't  be  modern,  to  confefs  it. 

Worth.  The  ftyle  of  fenfe  and  honefty,  Sir,  muft 
ever  meet  approbation  ;  that  of  folly,  contempt; 
that  of  offence,  correction  ;  and,  I  (hou'd  be  forry  if 
the  ftyle  of  repentance  did  not  find  forgivenefs. 

Sir  Rob    Or  the  ftyle  of  argument,  lifteners. 

Sir  Cha.  Mifs  Worthington,  I  confefs  my  fault, 
and  plead  for  pardon.  You  will  not  only,  I  hope, 
afford  me  your  own,  but  intercede  with  Mr.  Wor- 
thington for  his,  alfo.  You  check'd  me — (to  Fred.'} 
rather  roughly  indeed — in  a  career  which  I  have  ac- 
Jcnowledged  to  be  wrong,  Sir.— Inftead,  therefore, 
of  proceeding  in  refentment,  it  will  be  better  to 
offer  you  my  thanks,  if  you  will  bepleafed  to  accept 
them. 

Fred.  Sir,  'tis  pleafanter  to  be  thank'd  than  fhot 
at,  any  time ;  and  I-  accept  them  willingly. 

Sir  Cha.  I  take  my  leave  then.  I  hav'n'c  dafh'd 
thro'  this  fcrape  according  to  prefent  principles — 
a  man's  owning  he  itf  fo*ry  for  his  vices  way  get 
him  laugh'd  at,  among  a  few  gay  friends,  who  have 
more  fpirits  than  thought ;  but  I  believe  he'll  hunt 
the  pleafanter  for  it,  in  Leicefterfhire.  \_Exil. 

Olla.  (advancing.}  Mifs  Lucretia  MacTab,  I 
confefs  my  fault,  and  plead  for  pardon,  iince  I,  un- 
luckily, left  you  in  a  puddle;  and  I  fincerely  hope 
you'll  never  be  in  fuch  a  pickle  again. 

Luc.  Stand  away,  you  brute  ! 

Olla.  Sir  Robert,  I  hope  you  won't  withdraw 
your  friendftiip — and  it  would  give  me  a  mortifica- 
tion to  be  cut  off  from  your  cuftom. 

Sir  Rob.  Oh,  mafter  Ollapod,  your  little  foibles 
are  like  your  fmall  quantities  of  magnefia  j  they  give 
no  great  naufea,  and  do  neither  harm  nor  good. 

Olla.  Come,  that's  very  well,  very  well  indeed  1 
Thank  you,  good  Sir,  I  owe  you  one — I'll  ftay,  and 
he'll  aik  me  to  dinner.  {A/ide.} 

Sir  Rob  And,  what  are  you  faying,  there,  to  Mifs 
Worthington,  Frederick. 

Fred. 
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Pred.  Telling  her  what  good  cheer  there  is  in 
Blackberry  Hall,  uncle — and  what  a  worthy  gen- 
tleman at  the  head  of  the  table,  where  I  am  going 
to  have  the  pleafure  to  lead  her. 

Sir  Rob.  You  are  devilifh  ready  to  do  the  ho- 
nours ; — isn't  he,  Mr.  Worthington  ? 

Worth.  To  do  honour  to  the  human  heart,  Sir,  I 
have  found  him  very  ready. 

Sir  Rob.  And  hare  you  found  him  fo  very  ready 
to  do  honour  to  the  heart,  Mifs  Worthington  ? 

Emily.  Yes,  indeed  I  have,  Sir. 

Sir  Rob.  I  begin  to  perceive  ic.  I'm  a  ftrange 
old  fellow — fond  of  argument,  they  fay.  But  I 
have  fo  little  time  left,  now,  in  this  world,  that  fome 
of  my  arguments  are  a  little  fhorter  than  they  ufed 
to  be.  When  I  was  hobbling  over  the  ftile,  after 
Frederick,  there,— and  thought  the  dog  might  be 
fhivered  to  atoms — I  made  a  determination  in  my 
own  mind,  if  he  happen'd  to  lurvive,  that  he,  and 
your  daughter — What's  your  name,  young  lady  ? 

Emily.  Emily,  Sir. 

Sir  Rob.  Ha !  a  pretty  name  enough— that  he 
and  Emily  Ihou'd  make  a  happy  couple. 

Worth.  Never,  Sir. 

Sir  Rob.  That's  a  plump  negatur.  We'll  argue 
that  point,  if  you  pleafe. 

Worth.  My  child,  Sir  Robert,  has  heard  my  opi- 
nions very  lately ;  and  hearing  the  opinions  of  a 
friend,  fhe  adopts  them. 

Sir  Rob.  Does  (he  ?  Then  (he's  as  little  like 
Humphrey  Dobbins  in  her  mind,  as  (he  is  in  her 
features. 

Worth.  T&you  it  may,  npw,  be  necefiary  to  fay 
that  I  am  poorer  even  than  poor — but  oblerve,  I 
difdain  all  folicitations — This  very  day  I  have  been 
apprifed——— 

Sir  Rob.  Oh,  I  know  what  you  mean — The  bond 
for  five  hundred  pounds. 

Worth.  How  came  you  apprifed  of  that  bond, 
Sir  ?  (ratker  haughtily.) 

F  fir 
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Sir  Rob.  I  have  paid  it. 

Wortb.  Paid  it ! 

Sir  Rob.  Yes — while  Frederick  was  loading  his 
piftols,  in  the  next  room,  to  come  to  the  field,  here. 

Worth.  You  aftonifli  me ! 

Sir  Rob.  Why  fo  ?  I  happen  to  be  Sheriff  of  the 
County  j  and,  as  all  writs  are  returnable  to  me,  ft 
fcrubbyifh  fellow  afk'd  me  to  fign  one  againft  you. 
I  thought  it  might  be  as  well  not  to  lock  up  a 
worthy  man,  in  a  fcurvy  room,  juft  as  I  had  afk'd 
him,  from  no  common  motives,  to  fit  down  to  my 
table— so,  I  drew  upon  my  bankers,  inftead  of 
John  Doe,  and  Richard  Roe, — and  you  may  reim- 
burfe  me  at  your  leifure. 

Fred.  My  dear,  dear  uncle  I  you  have  been 
before  me  here  ! 

Sir  Rob.  You  rogue,  if  your  fortune  could  ferve 
you  as  well  as  your  legs,  I  believe  you'd  have  been 
before  me  here,  too. 

Worth.  I  know  not  what  to  fay  to  you.  Sir  Ro- 
bert. 

Sir  Rob.  Confefs  you're  a  damn'd  bad  phyfiog- 
nomift,  and  I'm  content.  Say  a  man's  countenance 
may  a  little  belye  his  nature ; — though,  as  Sheriff  of 
the  County,  I  own  I  am  head  of  the  bum-bailiffs. 

Worth.  I  (hall  never  be  able  to  repay  you  this 
debt,  Sir,  but  by  long,  and  miferable  instalments. 

Sir  Rob.  You  fhall  give  me  fecurity. 

Worth.  I  wifh  it.     Any  in  my  power. 

Sir  Rob.  Mifs  Emily,  pray  come  here — Frede- 
rick, you  dog,  come  on  the  other  fide  of  me.  Let 
me  appoint  you  two  truftees  for  a  bond  Mr. 
Worthington  ih all  give  me — a  bond  of  family  al- 
liance— fulfil  your  charge  punctually;  and  Heaven 
profper  you  in  your  obligations.  Mr.  Worthington, 
\vhat  fay  you  ? 

Worth.  You  overwhelm  me— I  cannot  fpeak. 

[FREDERICK  embraces  EMILY. 

Sir  Rob.  The  truttees  are  dumb  too : — but  I  fee 

thfy  are  embracing  the  obligations,  pretty  willingly. 

IJ  Vila. 
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OHa*  A  marriage  between  the  young  ones.  I 
hope  I  may  be  in  favour  with  the  family,  nine 
months  hence. 

Luc.  Sir  Robert,  I  rejoice  at  the  alliance.  The 
Brambles  came  in  with  the  Conqueror,  and  are  no 
difgrace  to  the  MacTabs. 

Sir  Rob.  I  haven't  the  honor  to  know  exactly, 
who  you  may  be,  Madam  j  but  I  thank  you.  But, 
damn  it ! — our  dinner  will  be  waiting. — Make  one 
of  the  parr/,  if  you  pleafe,  Ollapod. 

Olla.  I'll  attack  your  mutton  with  all  my  heart, 
Sir  Robert.  I  knew  he'd  afk  me  to  dinner. 

Fred.  Come,  Emily  !  let  me  lead  you  10  a  houfe, 
where  our  days  may  be  long,  be  happy.  You  look 
doubtingly. 

Emily.  No,  indeed^-When  my  father  doubted, 
I  have  doubted — but  I  can  read  his  eyes — as  he,  I 
own,  not  long  fince,  read  my  heart.  You  have  been 
my  preferver,  and  I  can't  help  feeling  gratitude. 

Sir  Rob.  Love,  you  mean,  you  little  devil !  Fre- 
derick, we'll  have  Job  a  grandfather  before  he  can 
get  from  Rufiia. 

Fred.  My  dear  uncle,  your  hand— Mr.  Worth- 
ington,  fuffer  me  to  prefs  yours.  Emily,  you  have 
my  heart.  And  may  hearts,  when  unvitiated  by 
the  world,  meet  the  happinefs  I  expeft,  and  the  ap- 
probation of  the  Virtuous  1 


t 
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O"<z,     DULL  Care,  avaunt !  all,  here, are  now  contents 
Sir  Rob.  Hold — that  admits,  perhaps,  of  argument. 

Some  may  be  ficken'd  here • 

Luc.       But,  how  to  know  ? 

Olla.      Their  pulfes  muft  be  felt  before  we  go. 

Sir  Rob.  Their  pulfes !  That  by  you  were  better  done. 

Olla.      That's  very  well — thank  you— rl  owe  you  one. 

Hold  up  your  heads,  pray.    Hum — ha!  'gad,  they 
fmile ! 

The  Patients  don't  feem  troubled  with  much  bile. 

I  dofe  men's  fpirits  to  their  proper  pitch ;  -v 

As  Cornet,  every  lady  I  bewitch  :  f 

iuc.       Not,  when  you  leave  a  lady  in  a  ditch.  « 

Worth.    As  father,  I  each  father's  favour  court— 
Emily.    As  daughter,  I  from  daughters  afk  fupport. 
Olla.      Apothecaries,  cheer  me  with  your  bounty. 
Sir  Rob,  Bum-bailiffs,  Me,  as  Iheriff  of  the  county. 
Fred.     I  deprecate  the  cruel  Critick's  ftabs ; 
Luc .       And  I— by  all  the  blood  of  the  Mac  Tabs  ! 
Worth,    And,  if,  to-night,  my  efforts  mou'd  fucceed, 

Then  the  faqr  Gentleman  feeh  rich  indeed, 
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lated  from  the  German  of  ^^LTHH,  Author  of  the  |  of  \V, 
By  THOMAS  HOLCROI-T.      In   Foolfcap  Ooavo,  embellifhed 
Ten  elegant  Engravings.     Price  ros.  6d.  i;* 

10.  The  FARMER'S  BOY;  a  Rural  i'ocm.  By  ROBERT  BLO 
Fl-ELD.     The  Fifth  Editio:i.     Foolfcap  OdaTo.    Price  43.  in  Boaa< 

•  an  Oclavo  Edition.     Price  55.  6d.  in  Boards. 


PLAYS, 

publifacd  by  LoVGMAN  and  REKS,  none   of  them  having   bitn  before 
printed. 

5CHOOL  FOR  PREJUDICE,  a  Comedy  by  T.  DIBDIN,  as. 

5PEED  THE  PLOUGH,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr.  MORTON,  2s. 

[lie  POINT  OF  HONOUR,  a  Play,  by  Mr.  C.  KEMBLE,  as. 

LIFE,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr.  REYNOLDS,  2s. 

IAMAH  DROOG,  a  Comic  Opera,  by  JAMES  COBB,  Efq.  2s. 

MANAGEMENT,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr.   REYNOLDS,  2?. 

:\\e  BIRTH  DAY,  a  Comedy;  from  Kot/cbue,  by  T.  DIBDIK,  2$ 

Flic  JEW  AND  DOCTOR,  a  Farce,  by  T.  D-BDIN,    is. 

.IE  OF  THE  DAY,  a  Comely,  by  Mr.  O'KEEFE,  is.  6d. 

ilGHLAND  REEL,  an  Opera,  by  Ditto,  is. 

Hie  FARMER,  an  Opera,  by  Ditto,   is. 

MODERN  ANTIQUES,  a  Farce,  by  Ditto,  is. 

.OVE  IN  A  CAMP;  or,  PATRICK  IN  PRUSSIA,  an  Opera. 
by  O'KEEFE,  is. 

Phe  PO^TIVE  MAN,  an  Opera,  by  Ditto,  is. 

rhe  POOR  SOLDIER,  an  Opeia,  by  Ditto,  is. 

JARIAN,  an  Opera,  by  Mrs.  BROOKES,   is. 

VALLENSTE1N,  an  Hiitorical  Drama,  in  Two  Parts.  Tranflated 
from  the  German  of  Frederick  Schiller,  by  S.  T.  COLERIDGE. 
In  One  Volume  8vo.  embelliflied  with  an  elegant  Engraving  or" 

Wallenftein.  Price  Ss.  fewed. The  Second  Part  may  be  had 

feparatc  by  thofc  who  purchafed  the  Firft  Part,  price  45.  fewed. 

Of  whom  may  a/fo  be  kad^ 

Tie  VOTARY  OF  WEALTH,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr.  HOLM  AN,  2s. 
,AUGH  WHEN  YOU  CAN,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr.  REYNOLDS,  2% 
7he  DRAMATIST,  aComedy,  by  Ditto,  2s. 
NOTORIETY,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  2s. 
IOW  TO  GRO\V  RICH,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  2s. 
rhc  RAGE,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  2s. 
PECULATION,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  2s. 
VlLD  OATS,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr.  O'KEEFE,  28. 
:HE  CASTLE  OF  ANDALUSIA,  an  Opera,  by  Ditto,  2s. 
PRIGS  OF  LAUREL,  an  Opera,  by  Ditto,   is. 
lARTFORD  BRIDGE,  a  Farce,  by  Mr.  PEARCE,  is. 
lie  MIDNIGHT  WANDERERS,  an  Opera,  by  Ditto,  13. 
IETLEY  ABBEY,  an  Optra,  by  Ditto,   is. 
LRRI\ED  AT  PORTSMOUTH,  by  Ditto,  is. 
'he  MYSTERIES  OF  THE  CASTLE,  by  Mr.  ANDREWS,  2s. 
'he  IRISHMAN  IN  LONDON,  a  Farce,  by  Mr.  M'READY,  i«. 
-ORINSKI,  a  Play,   by  Mr.  MORTON,  2s. 
lie  WAY  'i'O  GET  MARRIED,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  as. 
lie  CURE  FOR  THE  HEART  ACHE,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  at. 
ECRETS  WORTH  KNOWING,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  23. 
.OCli  AND  KEY,  a  Farce,  by  Mr.  HOAR*,  13. 
L  BONDOCANI;   or,  THE    CALIPH   ROBBER,  a  Comic 

Opera,  by  T.  DfBnix,   is.  6d. 
T.  DAVlD'a  DAY,  a  Ballad  Farce,  by  Ditto,  is. 


PR     Colman,  George 

4501      The  poor  gentleman 
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